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The  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains 

Or,  ALL  FOR  LOVE  AND  GLORY 


By  RICHARD  R.  MONTGOMERY 


CHAPTER  I. — Two  Heroes  in  Their  Youthful 

Days. 

“The  fiends  take  such  work!  Where  it  not  for 
my  sworn  pledge  to  Blanche,  I  would  throw  up 
-  st  once  and  go  seek  my  fortune  in  Paris.  Clean¬ 
ing  horses,  indeed,  when  I  should  be  mounted  on 
one  of  the  best,  and  charging  on  the  enemies  of 
France.” 

Thus  grumbledi  a  tall  youth  of  twenty,  who 
i — more  like  a  brigand  than  a  stable  boy, 
and  who  was  fierce  and  handsome  enough  even 
in  his  soiled  face  and  tattered  srarments  to  win 
smiles  from  romantic  ladies.  While  thus  grum¬ 
bling,  the  youth  kept  at  work  with  brush  and  cur¬ 
rycomb,  and  no  groom  ever  rubl?ed  down  seven 
finer  animals  than  those  on  which  he  was  en¬ 
gaged.  It  was  about  eight  o’clock  on  a  winter 
night,  the  snow  covered  mountain  and  forest, 
and  the  cutting  blast  howled  around  the  stable 
in  shrill  tones,  hut  the  youth  was  all  aglow  with 
;  •  his  exercise  and  bold  thoughts,  while  a  sense  of 
disgust  at  his  occupation  added  to  the  warmth 
of  his  fiery  blood. 

“I  love  Blanche,”  he  continued  to  mutter,  “but 
„  I  hate  intrigue  and  conspiracy.  Let  her  ask  me 
to  slay  a  dozen  vassels  and  I’ll  do  it  willingly, 
hut  to  watch  and  spy  on  the  riders  in  there — 
bah!  It  makes  me  sick!  And  I’ll  give  up  and 
away  to  Paris  right  soon!” 

“Then  I  pray  that  you  will  let  me  assist  you 
now  and  take  me  to  Paris  with  you,”  said  a 
boyish  voice  at  the  door. 

c+pViIp  hoy  dropped  his  brush  on  the  in- 
c5z'etant  and  made  a  dash  at  the  boyish  stranger  at 
the  door,  grabbing  him  by  the  throat  as  he  sput- 

*  tered  out  in  threatening  tones: 

“Dog  of  a  fox,  who  are  you  that  crawls  in  here 
listen  to  my  mutterings?  Speak  and  explain 
ere  I  choke  you  to  death!” 

(  The  stranger  was  a  forlorn-looking  hoy  of 
eighteen,  with  a  pale,  intellectual  and  pinched 
countenance,  while  his  thin,  seedy  black  garments 
bore  only  slight  traces  of  former  respectability. 
Making  a  frantic  effort  to  shake  off  the  grasp 
of  the  ferocious  stable  boy,  the  hoy  gasped  forth : 

“You  are  a  coward,  and — and  I  am  not  a  spy. 
%  I  will  fight  3’ou  with  weapons.” 

With  a  mocking  laugh,  the  handsome  young 
g.ant  flung  the  hoy  on  a  pile  of  straw,  crying: 

“I  see  you  are  not  a  spy,  hut  as  to  fighting 
with  weapons,  boy — bah!  You  are  but  a  child, 

*  and  you  do  not  know  me.” 


The  pale-faced  hoy  looked  up  from  the  seat  of 
straw,  and  a  half  comical  smile  was  on  his  in¬ 
telligent  face  as  he  asked : 

“Are  you  a  prince  in  disguise,  then?” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!  Perchance  I  am,”  laughed  the 
big  fellow,  whose  vanity  "was  tickled. 

“Or  perchance  you  are  one  of  those  famous 
Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  that  I  heard 
about  as  I  journeyed  this  way?” 

“Yes,  yes,  droll  one,  perhaps  I  am.  You  can 
see  that  I  am  not  fitted  for  such  work  as  this. 
I  will  be  a  soldier  and  a  great  captain  yet,  if 
we  soon  have  war  with  the  Austrians  or  the 
English.” 

“Then  let  me  hear  your  name,  brave  monsieur, 
that  I  may  know  it  hereafter,  when  the  trumpet 
of  fame  proclaims  it  aloud.” 

“You  will  thus  hear  it,  boy,  though  you  are- 
but  jesting  now.  My  name  is  Murat.  Do  not 
forget  it  hereafter.” 

“I  will  not,  I  assure  you.  In  the  language  of 
England’s  great  dramatist,  I  say  unto  thee,  ‘Hail 
to  thee,  M.  Murat,  who  will  he  a  marshal  of 
France  and  a  king  hereafter.” 

The  vain  stable  hoy  appeared  to  be  delighted 
at  the  quizzical  prediction,  and  he  drew  the  in¬ 
telligent  hoy  np  from  the  pile  of  straw,  saying: 

“Come,  I  will  be  your  friend.  What  is  your 
name,  where  do  you  come  from,  and  what  do  you 
seek?” 

“My  name  is  Michael  Ney,”  was  the  lad’s 
prompt  answer.  “I  come  from  Lorraine;  I  was 
apprenticed  to  a  lawyer,  and  I  am  on  my  way 
now  to  Paris  to  seek  a  soldier’s  fame,  like  your¬ 
self.” 

“Stick  to  the  law,  boy,  as  you  are  more  fitted 
for  it.  What  could  you  do  with  a  sword?” 

“Young  as  I  am,  and  I  am  not  a  braggart,  M. 
Murat,  I  would  not  fear  to  encounter  you  with 
swords.  Perhaps,  when  you  are  a  great  general, 
I  may  he  a  colonel  under  you ;  hut  you  will  never 
hear  of  Michael  Ney  as  a  celebrated  lawyer.” 

“Well,  well,  little  one,  I  like  your  ambition 
and  I  like  you.  Will  you  have  some  food  and 
wine?” 

“That  I  will,  hut  my  pockets  are  empty  as  well 
as  my  stomach.” 

“Then  I  will  treat,  if  you  will  help  me  with  tha 
horses  here.  Get  to  work  and  I’ll  out  to  tha 
tavern  for  refreshments.” 

Michael  Ney  seized  the  brush  and  currycomb 
and  set  to  work  on  one  of  the  fine  horses,  whll® 
Murat  hastened  out  to  the  tavern.  And  thus  met 
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two  characters  who  were  destined  to  play  im¬ 
portant  parts  in  the  future  history  and  wars  of 
Europe,  only  second  in  fame  to  that  of  the  great 
Napoleon  himself.  It  was  also  destined  that  they 
should  act  together  in  some  thrilling  adventures 
then  close  at  hand,  and  to  strike  for  any  against 
some  of  the  most  remarkable  people  who  figured 
in  the  terrible  scenes  of  the  great  French  revolu¬ 
tion,  known  as  the  Reign  of  Terror.  During 
that  feariul  time  secret  societies  and  leagues 
were  formed  all  over  France,  and  more  especially 
In  Paris.  Many  of  those  societies  were  formed 
and  worked  for  a  good  purpose,  while  others 
were  controlled  and  used  by  selfish,  ambitious 
and  brutal  tyrants  for  their  own  base  ends.  The 
nobles  and  the  wealthy  aristocrats  of  France 
were  leagued  together  to  crush  the  people  and 
to  protect  themselves  and  the  weak  king  and  his 
beautiful  and  herpic  wife,  Marie  Antoinette. 

Revolutionary  clubs  were  formed  to  crush  the 
nobility,  and  to  hurl  the  king  and  queen  from 
the  throne  and  to  establish  a  republic.  And 
then  again  some  brave,  moderate  and  patriotic 
spirits  were  banded  together  in  various  places  for 
the  purpose  of  saving  the  honor  and  the  peace 
of  France  by  gaining  wise  and  liberal  conces¬ 
sions  from  the  unscrupulous  ministers  of  the 
crown.  Among  all  the  secret  societies,  good  and 
bad,  existing  at  the  time,  none  become  so  noted 
as  the  mysterious  beings  who  called  themselves 
the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains,  and  events 
alone  will  show  whether  those  wonderful  men 
were  influenced  by  selfishness  or  the  love  of  hu¬ 
manity.  None  could  tell  the  number  or  the 
names  of  those  who  composed  this  famous  band, 
but  it  was  certain  that  they  worked  in  cities 
and  in  towns,  on  the  mountains  and  in  forests, 
and  that  only  the  stated  number  ever  appeared 
in  action  at  one  time. 

It  was  surmised  that  the  secret  organization 
had  different  agencies  through  the  country,  un¬ 
der  the  control  of  one  great  mind  at  Paris,  and 
that  it  struck  with  fatal  effect  through  its  local 
members;  while  others  believed  that  only  seven 
brave  men  in  all  worked  here  and  there  with 
wondrous  courage,  skill  and  activity.  The  queen 
and  her  friends  had  reason  to  fear  the  Seven 
Tigers  of  the  Mountains,  and  they  were  also 
dreaded  by  some  of  the  leading  revolutionists. 
Thus  it  happened  that  those  engaged  on  both 
sides  in  the  life  and  death  struggle  aimed  to 
crush  the  members  of  this  strange  band,  and 
many  were  the  conspiracies  formed  and  spies 
sent  out  against  them.  Young  Murat  was  in¬ 
duced  to  act  as  a  spy  on  the  band,  much  against 
his  will,  through  the  influence  of  a  charming  girl 
who  served  the  queen;  and  it  was  with  that  pur¬ 
pose  he  played  the  part  of  a  stable  boy  at  the 
old  tavern  some  twelve  miles  from  Paris. 

The  fierce  youth  was  well  suited  to  play  the 
part  in  one  respect,  as  he  had  served  his  ap¬ 
prenticeship  at  the  business  in  his  own  father’s 
stables.  As  he  had  said,  he  could  readily  fight 
and  slay  a  dozen  men  in  single  encounters,  for 
he  loved  fighting,  and  he  was  even  then  known  in 
his  native  town  as  the  handsome  duelist,  but  it 
galled  him  to  watch  those  who  stopped  at  the 
tavern  and  to  spy  on  their  actions.  Yet  love 
and  war  were  Murat’s  ruling  passions  through 
life,  while  vanity  and  reckless  courage  also  led 
him  into  many  a  serious  scrape.  Young  Ney 


was  brushing  away  at  the  horse,  when  shadows 
on  the  snow  outside  the  window  attracted  his 
attention,  and  he  heard  whispered  voices  as  well. 
Moving  to  the  window'  the  lad  looked  out,  and 
he  saw  Murat  gliding  away  with  a  boyish  figure 
in  the  garb  of  a  page.  Michael  Ney  noticed  the 
fierce  stable  boy’s  arm  around  the  waist  of  the 
page,  he  heard  a  soft  smack  that  told  its  own 
story,  and  he  said  to  himself: 

“That  must  be  the  Blanche  he  spoke  of.  Well, 
I  wras  a  lawyer’s  clerk,  but  I  will  not  spy  on  a 
friend.  They  are  going  to  the  grove  over  there, 
and  I  will  have  to  wait  for  my  supper  some  time, 
I  fear.” 

Young  Ney  was  turning  to  the  horses  again 
when  a  gloved  hand  was  clapped  to  his  mouth,  a 
bandage  was  applied  to  his  eyes,  and  he  was 
borne  to  the  heap  of  straw,  a  husky  voice  say¬ 
ing: 

“Be  not  alarmed,  boy,  as  no  injury  wTill  befall 
you  if  you  are  discreet.” 

The  boy  struggled  enough  to  move  the  band¬ 
age  from  his  eyes  for  a  moment  or  so,  when  he, 
caught  a  glimpse  of  some  savage-looking  beings 
close  to  the  horses. 

“The  famous  Tigers,  as  I  am  a  sinner!”  he 
muttered  to  himself,  as  the  bandage  shrouded 
his  eyes  again.  “What  can  they  mean  to  do^ttith 
me?”  ^  '■*' 


In  the  meantime  the  fiery  Murat  was  moving 
toward  the  grove  with  his  youfig  friend,  who  was 
saying  to  him: 

“My  dear  friend,  you  know  I  love  you,  but  you 
must  serve  the  dear  queen  to  the  death,  for  my 
sake.” 

“Only  point  out  her  enemies,  sweet  Blanche,” 
was  the  impulsive  reply,  “and  I  will  slay  them 
as  I  would  so  many  wolves.” 

“You  can  fight  soon,  but  you  must  watch  for 
her  also.” 


“The  fiend  take  me,  but  I  cannot  play  the  spy 
with  any  heart.” 

“Not  against  the  enemies  of  the  queen,  and  for 
my  sake,  you  silly  one?  Even  gallant  soldiers 
are  compelled  to  spy  on  their  enemies.” 

“I  know — I  know,  but - ” 

“I’ll  have  no  buts  from  you,  if  you  want  ma 
to  care  for  you,  my  handsome  gallant.  You  must 
be  the  queen’s  salve  or  my  enemy.” 

“Then  what  shall  I  do?” 

“First  tell  me  hpw  many  guests  are  at  the 
tavern  to-night?” 

“Just  eight.”  _ 

“Did  they  come  together?”  "  . 

“No.  They  rode  along  in  twos  and  threes,  - 
and  one  came  on  foot,  but  he  is  only  a  half- 
starved  boy.  He  is  now  working  for  me  on  the 
horses,  and  he  will  be  waiting  for  his  supper.* 

“He  will  not  have  long  to  wait.  Then  you 
swear  again,  my  gallant  lover,  to  do  my  bidding 
in  behalf  of  the  queen?” 

“I  swear  it  by  the  god  of  war.” 

“Then  back  with  you  to  the  stable  and  make 
each  of  the  steeds  swallow  one  of  the  pills  vou 
will  find  in  this  box.” 


And  the  disguised  girl  placed  a  square  paste¬ 
board  box  in  the  hands  of  the  youth. 

“What!”  he  indignantly  exclaimed,  “would  you 
ask  me  to  poison  the  gallant  steeds?  Seven  more 
horses  cannot  be  found  in  France.” 
k-1  ly  youth,  you  will  not  poison  the  noble 
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animals.  The  pills  I  show  to  you  will  only  cause 
them  to  sleep  so  that  they  cannot  be  aroused 

*  until  after  midnight.” 

"And  what  must  they  speed  for?” 

“So  that  they  cannot  bear  their  masters  away. 
The  queen  has  heard  by  secret  means  that  the 

-  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  meet  at  the  tav¬ 
ern  to-night.  Her  guards  will  soon  be  here  in 
force  to  seize  them,  and  they  must  not  ride 
away.”  * 

Young  Murat  was  about  to  protest,  when  the 
girl  closed  his  mouth  in  a  pleasant  manner,  and 
said: 

“Remember  your  pledge  to  me,  and  I  vow 
to  you  to  be  your  bride  when  the  Tigers  are 
captured.” 

Still  the  ambitious  youth  was  not  satisfied; 
but  the  artful  girl  held  forth  such  glowing  prom¬ 
ises  of  love  and  glory  as  to  drown  all  scruples 
for-the  time. 

"Away  with  you,”  she  continued,  "and  disap¬ 
pear  after  you  have  dosed  the  animals.  Before 

-  -an  hour  after  you  will  see  me  at  the  tavern 

*  with  the  queen.  You  will  be  enrolled  as  one  of 
her  guards,  and  love  and  glory  will  be  yours 
thereafter,  I  vow.”- 

The  impulsive  youth  hastened  back  over  the 
covered  ground,  and  the  disguised  girl  rode 
away  toward  the  royal  palace  at  Versailles.  Mu¬ 
rat  soon  opened  tire  stable  door  to  start  back 
in  surprise  and  to  exclaim: 

“Great  Mars,  what  has  become  of  the  horses 
I  left  here?  Ney,  Ney,  where  are  you?” 

A  rustling  voice  in  the  straw  attracted  the 
startled  youth’s  attention,  and  he  turned  to  find 
the  lad  stretched  there  with  a  gag  in  his  mouth, 
a  bandage  over  his  eyes,  and  with  his  legs  and 
arms  well  secured.  Murat  tore  the  gag  and  band- 

,  age  away  on  the  next  instant,  and  he  demanded : 

“Who  served  you  in  this  way?” 

“The  famous  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains, 

I  believe,”  replied  the  lad,  in  very  subdued  tones. 

^  “But  what  has  become  of  the  steeds,  as  I 
could  not  see  the  fresh  tracks  of  their  going  out 
in  the  snow?” 

Without  waiting  for  a  reply,  Murat  darted 
outside  the  door  to  examine  the  snow-covered 
ground,  and  he  returned  again,  crying: 

“What  a  mystery!  The  horses  are  gone,  but 
they  did  not  go  out  the  door  here.  Speak,  young 
oi^-aawLexplain  to  me.  Yes,  I’ll  release  you,  but 

-r'pare  to  die  if  you  have  tricked  me!” 

“I  am  not  a  trickster,”  proudly  answered  young 

•  Ney.  “I  cannot  tell  how  the  horses  disappeared, 
but  I  will  tell  you  all  I  know.” 

And  the  lad  told  of  his  capture  and  his  glimpse 
at  the  savage-looking  being,  while  he  continued: 

"I  did  not  hear  the  horses  going,  and  they 

I"  made  no  disturbance  in  moving.  Again  I  tell 
you  I  am  not  a  trickster,  and  it  is  all  a  mystery 
to  me.” 

Murat  seized  the  lantern  hanging  over  the  mid¬ 
dle  stall  and  examined  the  floor  carefully,  as  he 
rejoined : 

%  “I  believe  you,  lad,  as  1  Eee  truth  in  your 
eyes,  but  may  I  become  a  lawyer  if  I  under¬ 
stand  how  they  got  out,  as  they  could  not  get 
through  the  windows,  and  there’s  only  one  door. 
By  the  god  of  war,  I  will  unravel  the  mystery. 

"  Have  you  been  in  the  tavern  yet?” 


"I  have  not.  I  saw  the  light  here  and  I  came 
to-  seek  work  for  my  supper.” 

“Then  take  this  silver  piece  and  in  with  you 
at  once.  Remember,  you  do  not  know  me  when 
we  meet  inside.  Have  you  the  courage  to  act 
with  me  against  the  Tigers,  if  necessary?” 

“I  have;  and  i  owe  them  a  few  blows  for  the 
manner  in  which  they  served  me.” 

“Then  listen  to  me.” 

.  Murat  then  hastened  to  instruct  his  new  ally, 
who  was  really  the  smartest  of  the  two,  and 
fully  as  courageous  as  well.  The  fierce,  hot¬ 
headed  stable  boy  disliked  to  dose  the  splendid 
horses,  yet  he  hated  their  masters  for  thus 
tricking  him  and  the  lion  spirit  in  him  was 
aroused  against  the  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  in 
all  its  fury.  Young  Ney  was  calmer  in  his  in¬ 
dignation,  yet  he  would  prove  all  the  more  dan¬ 
gerous  when  set  in  motion  against  the  mysterious 
band.  All  was  quiet  in  the  large  public  sitting- 
room  of  the  tavern  when  the  youthful  traveler 
entered  and  called  for  food  and  wine.  Young 
Murat  entered  soon  after,  and  spoke  some  words 
to  the  old  landlord  in  low  tones.  The  old  man 
stared  in  amazement,  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  pointed  upward  as  he  cried: 

“Then  up  with  you,  knave,  and  tell  the  guests 
about  their  horses!” 

Murat  scowled  at  the  old  man  for  a  moment, 
and  then  hastened  upstairs.  He  found  the  seven 
riders  seated  at  a  table  in  a  large  dining-room, 
and  they  were  drinking  goblets  of  wine  as  mer¬ 
rily  as  if  at  peace  with  themselves  and  all  the 
world  beside.  Each  of  the  strangers  wore  a  full 
dark  beard;  they  were  arrayed  in  close-fitting 
grayish  garments,  and  they  were  armed  with 
swords  and  pistols.  Murat  could  see,  as  he 
glanced  around  the  board,  that  they  were 
stalwart,  muscular  men,  and  he  said  to  himself: 

“They  are  all  soldiers,  but  I  will  slay  them  in 
turn  if  I  have  a  fair  chance.” 

Then  he  cried  aloud: 

"Messieurs,  I  want  to  announce  to  you  that 
your  horses  have  been  stolen  from  the  stable  as 
if  bv  magic.” 

All  the  strangers  sprang  to  their  feet  on  the 
instant,  one  of  them  crying: 

“Then,  dog  of  a  stable  boy,  you  are  in  league 
■with  the  thieves,  and  you  will  die  for  your 
crime!” 

"You  lie!”  cried  the  passionate  and  reckless 
youth,  as  he  sprang  at  the  speaker.  “You  stole 
your  own  horses,  and  you  are  the  Seven  Tigers 
of  the  Mountains!” 


CHAPTER  II. — Young  Murat’s  First  Charge. 

A  traveling  carriage  drawn  by  four  swift  and 
powerful  horses  dashed  along  the  wooded  road 
close  to  the  old  tavern.  Some  twenty-five  mount¬ 
ed  guardsmen  rode  with  the  vehicle,  more  than 
thirty  dashed  on  ahead,  and  another  strong  body 
brought  up  the  rear.  Seated  in  that  carriage  was 
a  woman  muffled  to  the  eyes  in  furs  and  a  thick 
veil,  and  beside  her  sat  the  disguised  girl  who 
had  enticed  Murat.  Two  men  sat  on  the  front 
seat  of  the  cumbrous  vehicle,  one  of  them  an¬ 
swering  a  question  from  the  muffled  woman  by 
saying; 
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“I  pledge  you  my  life  on  it,  dear  lady,  that 
Lafayette  will  be  found  among  those  accursed 
Tigers,  if  he  is  not  their  leader.” 

“I  cannot  believe  it,  Talley,”  rejoined  the 
woman,  who  was  the  queen  herself.  “He  was 
too  brave  a  soldier  in  America  to  play  the  traitor 
to  his  queen  now.” 

“You  will  soon  be  convinced,  noble  lady,”  said 
the  other  man,  in  harsh,  squeaking  ones.  “My 
spies  never  fail  me.” 

“I  pray  that  they  may  in  this  case,  Fouche,” 
answered  the  noble  queen.  “What  a  pity  it  would 
be  to  detect  the  noble  Lafayette  engaged  in  a 
foul  conspiracy  against  us.” 

“He  is  not  nobler  born  than  the  king’s  broth¬ 
er,”  remarked  the  man  called  Talley,  “and  you 
know  that  he  is  a  conspirator,  lady.” 

“Yes,  yes!  Here  we  are  at  the  place  now. 
Remember,  that  I  must  r-emain  unknown,”  an¬ 
swered  the  unhappy  lady,  with  a  deep  sigh. 

The  two  men  thus  denouncing  the  chivalrous 
Lafayette  were  Count  Talleyrand  and  Fouche, 
who  afterward  became  infamous  for  their 
treachery  to  the  great  Napoleon.  Before  the 
carriage  drew  up  at  the  tavern  the  mounted 
guards  had  surrounded  the  house  and  the  stables, 
all  moving  silently  on  the  snow-covered  ground, 
while  strong  parties  were  posted  outside  on  the 
road.  Fully  a  hundred  armed  men  were  thus 
on  the  alert  around  the  place  where  the  famous 
Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountain  were  supposed  to 
be  caught  in  a  trap  through  the  agency  of  the 
cunning  Fouche,  who  was  even  then  displaying 
some  of  the  great  ability  that  afterward  marked 
his  career  as  head  of  the  police  under  Napoleon. 
Young  Ney  was  still  partaking  of  his  supper  and 
wine  when  several  of  the  queen’s  guardsmen 
burst  into  the  tavern,  followed  by  the  muffled 
lady  herself,  Blance  and  the  two  men  mentioned, 
the  last  wearing  black  masks.  The  old  landlord 
looked  calmly  at  his  unexpected  guests,  while 
Talleyrand  demanded : 

“What  guests  have  you  here,  fellow?” 

The  old  man  pointed  to  the  young  traveler,, 
and  then  upward,  as  he  replied: 

“One  there,  monsieur,  and  some  more  above.” 
They  all  looked  at  young  Ney,  who  sipped  his 
wine  carelessly;  and  then  Talleyrand  made  a 
motion  to  the  captain  of  the  guards.  Up  the 
stairway  rushed  over  a  dozen  of  the  armed  men, 
and  into  the  room  where  the  men  in  gray  were 
quietly  seated. 

“You  are  my  prisoners,  sirs,”  cried  the  cap¬ 
tain  of  the  guards.  “I  arrest  you  in  the  name 
of  the  king.” 

One  of  the  strangers  alone  arose  as  he  in¬ 
quired  in  husky  tones: 

“What  are  we  charged  with,  officer?” 

“Treason  to  the  king  and  queen,”  cried  Talley¬ 
rand,  who  had  followed  with  Fouche.  “Look 
to  their  arms  and  seize  them,  officer.” 

“I  protest  against  this  outrage,”  cried  the 
spokesman  of  the  strangers.  “We  are  not  trait¬ 
ors  to  the  king  or  the  queen.  We  are  strangers 
from  Normandy  on  our  way  to  Paris,  where 
we  intend  to  offer  our  swords  and  our  lives  in 
the  defense  of  the  persecuted  king  and  his  noble 
lady.” 

The  muffled  queen  was  standing  outside  the 
door,  and  she  moved  aside  her  veil  to  scrutinize 
the  features  of  the  speaker  and  his  friends- 


“You  will  come  to  the  palace  as  our  prisoners, 
continued  Talleyrand,  “and  then  you  can  give  an  m 
account  of  yourselves.  As  it  is,  you  are  now 
accused  of  being  the  infamous  Seven  1  igers  of 
the  Mountains,  and  you  have  been  tracked  here 
from  the  scene  of  your  last  diabolical  outrage. 

“What  an  atrocious  accusation!”  protested  the 
husky  stranger,  “when  that  varlet  there  has  just 
informed  us  that  the  Tigers  of  the  Mountains 
robbed  us  of  our  prized  steeds.” 

And  the  bearded  man  pointed  to  young  Murat, 
who  was  lying  in  the  corner,  with  his  arms  and 
feet  bound  like  a  calf  intended  for  the  slaughter. 
Then  up  the  stairs  ' rushed  one  of  the  guards, 
crying  aloud:  / 

“There  are  strange  horses  in  the  stable  now, 
captain.” 

“You  vile  traitor!”  cried  Blanche,  as  she  dart¬ 
ed  at  the  crestfallen  Murat  and  dealt  him  a 
severe  blow  on  the  face.  “Oh,  how  I  hate  you!” 

A  cry  of  rage  burst  from  the  young  fellow, 
and  he  made  a  violent  effort  to  burst  his  bonds, 
as  he  yelled : 

“By  the  god  of  war,  but  I  will  ha,ve  revenge 
on  you  all  for  this  outrage!  Mad  girl,  I  am  a 
victim  of  the  perfidious  Tigers!” 

“The  Tigers  are  out!”  yelled  a  voice  below.  _ 
“Behold  them  on  yonder  hill  at  the  back.” 

Talleyrand,  Fouche  and  the  queen  ran  to  the 
large  window  at  the  back  of  the  room,  and  they 
all  gazed  out  in  amazement  at  the  strange  spec¬ 
tacle  presented  to  them.  The  moon  was  shining 
brightly  over  the  clear  snow  out  on  the  hill,  about 
two  hundred  yards  back  of  the  tavern.  Drawn 
up  on  that  hill,  and  facing  the  tavern,  were  seven 
riders,  in  the  well-known  costumes  of  the  Tigers 
of  the  Mountains.  The  riders’  heads  were  cov¬ 
ered  with  substances  closely  resembling  those  of 
the  fierce  animals  after  whom  they  took  their 
name,  their  bodies  were  encased,  even  to  the 
legs  and  arms,  in  similar  materials,  while  their 
steeds  were  also  accoutred  in  trappings  that 
gave  them  the  appearance  of  huge  wild  beasts. 

“Mercy  on  me!”  exclaimed  the  queen,  “they 
seem  like  so  many  beasts  of  prey  mounted  on 
larger  animals  of  the  same  species.” 

“They  are  beasts  of  prey,”  cried  Talleyrand, 
“and  we  will  hunt  them  down.” 

“Go  slow,  count,”  suggested  Fouche.  “Gracious 
lady,  may  I  offer  a  suggestion?” 

“Yes,  yes,  Fouche.” 

“Then  do  not  order  your  guards  at  the  FnV — ■» 
and  we  will  baffle  and  capture  them.  You  now 
se  that  they  invite  a  pursuit?” 

“They  do  not  move.” 

“Then  hold  the  guards  back.  My  I  direct  the 
troops  for  the  time?” 

“Yes,  yes,  as  I  am  bewildered  at  the  audacity 
of  the  wretches.” 

Some  of  the  horsemen  below  were  spurring  to 
charge  the  audacious  Tigers  when  their  captain, 
directed  by  Fouche,  called  them  back.  Young 
Murat  had  been  released  by  the  impulsive  girl; 
and  the  strange  travelers  had  flocked  to  one  of 
the  windows  to  stare  out  at  the  novel  spectacle 
presented  on  the  snow-clad  hill.  The'  Tigers 
still  sat  on  their  steeds  like  so  many  statues, 
with  their  long  bright  swords  raised  aloft  in  their 
clawish  right  hands,  when  they  sent  forth  roars 
of  defiance,  as  if  daring  the  guards  to  charge  up 
at  them. 
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“Gentlemen.”  cried  the  husky  stranger,  ad¬ 
dressing  Talleyrand  and  Fouche,  “we  beg  the 
privilege  of  charging  up  to  meet  these  bandits. 
They  have  stolen  our  precious  steeds — the  best 
animals  to  be  found  in  Normandy.  Then  give 
us  permission  to  mount  as  many  of  your  animals 
and  to  charge  up  at  the  wolves  as  they  invite.” 

"And  I  will  strike  at  the  vampires,”  cried 
young  Murat,  in  passionate  tones.  “Blanche,  if 
you  pity  me,  get  me  that  permission.” 

“It  is  a  chivalrous  offer,”  whispered  the  queen 
to  Talleyrand  and  Fouche,  “and  it  will  prove 
tiie  loyalty  and  courage  of  the  strangers.” 

“As  you  say,  noble  lady,”  responded  Talley¬ 
rand. 

“No,  no!”  protested  the  cunning  Fouche,  in 
whispered  tones.  “Those  strangers  must  be  in 
league  with  the  animals  above.” 

“You  are  too  suspicious,”  rebuked  the  queen. 
“Captain,  see  that  the  strangers  are  mounted  for 
the  charge.” 

The  order  was  given  aloud  in  a  tone  of  au¬ 
thority,  and  all  present  knew  that  they  were  in 
the  company  of  the  charming  and  romantic 
queen.* 

“Oh,  Blanche,  Blanche!”  pleaded  Murat,  “do 
ask  that  I  may  charge  the  beasts  also,  and  I  will 
your  slave  for  life.” 

Fouche  gazed  at  the  stalwart,  passionate 
youth,  whose  dark  eyes  were  flashing  like  burn¬ 
ing  coals,  and  he  whispered  some  words  to  the 
queen.  The  lady  smiled  and  nodded  at  Blanche, 
as  she  said  to  the  girl : 

“Your  young  friend  will  have-  a  chance  to 
show  his  courage  and  skill.  Monsieur,  you  will 
remain  here,  and  this  valiant  youth  will  lead 
your  friends  up  to  charge  the  Tigers.” 

Young  Murat  gave  a  shout  of  joy  and  bent 
down  to  kiss  the  queen’s  gloved  hand,  while  he 
cried : 

“Now,  noble  lady,  by  the  god  of  war,  I  am 
your  sworn  champion  to  the  death!  And  it 
will  be  death  to  some  of  those  infernal  Tigers,, 
if  they  only  await  the  blows  I  deal  them.” 

The  stranger  with  the  husky  voice  protested 
at  being  left  behind,  and  he  cast  a  frowning 
glance  at  Fouche,  as  if  he  meant  to  say:  \ 

“I  owe  you  for  this  move.” 

The  others  saw  to  their  weapons  and  hastened 
to  mount,  the  fiery  Murat  leading  the  way  as  he 
yelled  out : 

«-*4K_et  us  at  the  thieving  Tigers  with  our  good 
swiff ds  only!” 

“With  the  swords  alone  be  it!”  cried  a  trumpet- 
toned  voice  from  the  hill. 

Then  out  spread  the  Tigers,  as  if  to  give 
full  play  to  their  actions,  and  they  moved  slowly 
down  to  meet  their  uncharging  foes.  Young  Mu¬ 
rat  had  selected  a  splendid  charger,  and  he  was 
one  of  the  best  riders  and  judges  of  horseflesh 
in  France — while  the  sword  he  bore  was  the 
longest  and  heaviest  to  be  found  among  the 
guardsmen.  Urging  his  horse  on,  the  fiery 
youth  galloped  ahead  of  the  others,  crying: 

“Thieves  of  Tigers,  I  call  on  your  leader  to 
meet  me  to  battle  to  the  death  1” 

“Our  leader  will  met  you,  vain  youth,”  was 
the  reply  from  the  rider  who  held  the  center 
place  in  the  ranks  of  the  uncouch  horsemen. 

The  men  in  gray  charged  boldly  up  also,  and 
dov  against  them  swept  the  tigerish  horsemen. 


“Your  friend  is  a  gallant  youth,  Blanche,1 ” 
said  the  queen,  as  she  eagerly  watched  the  onset. 
“Heavens!  they  are  all  down  save  him.” 

And  so  it  happened  at  the  first  dash  on  that 
covered  hill.  The  six  men  in  gray  -were  borne 
from  their  horses  at  the  first  blows  exchanged 
with  their  mysterious  adversaries,  but  young 
Murat  more  than. held  his  ground  against  the 
leader  of  the  band.  Fast  and  furious  they 
fought,  while  the  other  Tigers  sprang  from 
their  steeds  to  secure  the  arms  of  their  fallen 
foes,  and  to  claim  them  as  prisoners. 

“Oh,  hut  he  is  a  brave  one,  that  Murat,”  cried 
Blanche,  clapping  her  hands  joyously.  “See, 
see!  he  presses  back  his  foe  and  he  will  conquer 
if  left  to  himself.” 

•  “He  must  be  one  of  our  guards,”  cried  the 
queen,  “but  the  others  rush  on  now.  To  the  res¬ 
cue  below  there,  and  up  at  them,  guards.” 

Over  twenty  horsemen  spurred  out  of  the  yard 
and  up  the  hill,  while  five  of  the  Tigers  surround¬ 
ed  the  furious  Murat. 

“Cowards,  cowards,”  yelled  the  queen,  “can  you 
not  give  the  brave  youth  fair  play?” 

“They  are  bearing  them  all  away,”  cried  Tal¬ 
leyrand,  ‘.‘and  your  friends  are  lost  to  you, 
stranger.” 

“He  has  disappeared,”  cried  Fouche.  “I  could 
swear  that  the  strangers  in  gray  are  in  league 
with  the  Tigers  of  the  Mountains.” 


CHAPTER  III. — In  the  Cave  of  the  Tigers. 

Over  the  brow  of  the  hill  swept  the  Seven 
Tigers,  bearing  as  many  prisoners  and  their 
horses  away  with  them.  Up  the  hill  rushed  the 
guardsmen  in  full  cry,  their  captain  yelling  to 
the  fugitive  to  hold  and  encounter  an  equal 
number  again.  On  with  the  mysterious  riders 
went  young  Murat,  with  his  right  arm  bound 
to  his  side,  the  enraged  youth  yelling: 

“Release  my  arms  and  I  will  fight  two  of  your 
best  swordsmen  at  once.  By  the  god  of  war,  but 
it  took  five  of  you  to  disarm  me.” 

“Peace,  young  fool,”  cried  the  leader  of  the 
Tigers,  “and  you  will  soon  get  enough  of  the 
swTord  play.” 

“There’s  not  a  dog  of  a  tiger  among  you  able 
to  fight  me.  Bah!  You  are  cowardly  wolves  and 
not  noble  beasts  of  the  forest.” 

“Gag  the  idiot  and  blindfold  him!”  cried  the 
leader,  as  they  entered  the  forest  path. 

A  volley  of  imprecations  burst  from  the  young 
prisoner  ere  the  threat  was  put  into  execution, 
while  he  could  notice  that  the  other  prisoners 
were  served  in  the  same  manner.  Then  on  in 
silence  swept  the  strange  riders  and  their  pris¬ 
oners,  and  young  Murat  could  only  tell  from 
the  motion  of  his  horse  that  they  were  soon 
ascending  a  steep  hill  or  mountain.  On  the 
verge  of  the  road  rode  the  guardsmen,  when  they 
halted  at  a  cry  from  a  boyish  stranger  in  the 
rear.  That  stranger  was  Michael  Ney,  and  he 
rode  along  to  the  officer  in  command,  crying: 

“Ihe  queen  commands  you  to  return  again, 
officer.” 

“Who  are  you  that  bfears  the  message,  boy?” 

“I  am  a  stranger,  but  here  is  the  noble  lady's 
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signet  ring,  to  show  you  that  I  have  her  authori¬ 
ty,  and  I  ride  on.” 

Young  Ney  held  up  the  glittering  ring  as  he 
dashed  by  the  officer,  and  the  lad  soon  disappear¬ 
ed  in  the  wood,  muttering: 

“The  ring  has  served  me  well,  and  now  1 11 
serve  the  gallant  Murat.  That  old  fox  called 
Fouche  was  right,  and  the  men  in  gray  are  in 
league  with  the  Seven  Tigers.” 

Michael  Ney  spurred  on  through  the  forest 
path,  keeping  in  the  track  of  those  he  was  after, 
and  he  soon  burst  out  on  a  steep  mountain  defile, 
down  the  side  of  which  ran  a  sparkling  stream. 
At  that  point  the  hoof-marks  disappeared.  Mi¬ 
chael  Ney  stopped  to  gaze  down  and  ponder  a 
little.  Then  on  again  he  went,  muttering: 

“The  horses  took  the  stream  and  my  way  is 
still  up.  I’ll  not  stop  until  I  strike  the  rendez¬ 
vous  of  this  strange  band.” 

And  on  went  the  fearless,  faithful  lad,  who 
was  afterwards  called  the  bravest  of  the  brave.” 

High  up  the  mountain  defile  he  rode,  striking 
again  on  the  track  of  those  he  sought,  when  the 
path  took  a  sudden  turn  to  the  left.  He  had 
scarcely  wheeled  into  the  turn  when  he  found 
himself  suddenly  confronted  by  two  of^the  mount¬ 
ed  Tigers,  one  of  whom  cried: 

“Halt,  madcap!  And  what  do  you  seek  up 
nere?” 

“I  seek  the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  and 
their  prisoners,”  was  the  fearless  reply,  as  the 
lad  held  up  a  long  sword. 

“You  seek  death,  idiot!  Back  with  you,  or 
we’ll  cleave  you  to  the  earth!” 

And  the  two  uncouth  riders  rode  down  at  the 
lad  with  their  swords  upraised.  Mochael  Ney 
held  his  ground,  and  out  and  down  went  his  long 
sword,  to  strike  one  of  the  riders  on  the  breast 
and  to  send  him  reeling  from  the  saddle.  The 
other  made  a  fierce  thrust  and  struck  at  the  lad, 
crying: 

“What  other  young  madman  have  we  to  en¬ 
counter  to-night?  Why,  you  are  almost  a  match 
for  the  other  young  lunatic.” 

“I  am  a  match  for  you,”  answered  the  gallant 
lad,  as  he  parried  the  blow  aimed  at  his  head, 
“and  I  am  not  a  boaster.” 

“Hold,  hold  there!”  cried  a  commanding  voice 
on  the  path  above.  “Vcsga,  parley  with  the  youth 
and  no  more  blows.  That  is  our  friend  of  the 
stable,  and  he  is  a  bold  one.” 

The  speaker  pushed  down  on  horseback  to  face 
Michael  Ney  and  the  other  drew  back  up  the 
path  with  the  defeated  man. 

“Now,  youth,”  commenced  the  leader,  as  he 
glared  at  Ney  from  out  of  the  tigerish  mask, 
“what  is  your  real  object  in  riding  up  here?” 

“I  seek  to  rescue  my  young  friend,  and  to  join 
your  band,  monsieur.” 

“Join  our  band!  Why,  perdition  take  you,  we 
have  no  boys  in  the  band,  and  our  ranks  are  full 
at  present.” 

“I  am  only  a  boy  in  years,  but  I  can  use  a 
sword  with  the  best  of  you.  Then  you  will  soon 
need  recruits,  I  swear.” 

“Perhaps  we  will,  lad;  but  what  Hse  can  you 
say  for  yourself?” 

“I  seek  to  be  a  soldier,  and  to  fight  for  France 
and  the  rights  of  man.” 

“How  know  you  on  which  side  we  strike?” 


“I  have  heard  that  you  strike  against  the  cor¬ 
rupt  ministers  who  surround  the  noble  queen  ^ 
and  the  mock  patriots  of  Paris  alike.” 

“Perhaps  we  do;  yet  why  should  we  trust  an 
unknown  youth  like  you,  when  you  may  be  a  spy 
of  our  greatest  enemies?” 

“Put  me  to  any  test  you  please,  monsieur,  is  the 
only  answer  I  can  give,  as  I  am  unknown  in  this 
section  of  the  country.” 

The  leader  meditated  some  moments,  when  he 
put  some  pointed  questions  to  the  lad,  all  or 
which  were  promptly  and  candidly  answered. 

“Then  you  are  brave  enough,”  the  leader  con¬ 
tinued,  “to  face  any  tests  we  may  offer?” 

“I  am.” 

“Even  when  I  vow  to  you  that  death  will  be 
the  result  of  a  failure  in  either  of  the  tests?” 

“I  will  abide  by  fate,  monsieur.” 

“Will  you  trust  in  me  blindfolded?” 

“I  will.” 

“Then  dismount  and  give  up  your  arms.” 

The  leader  gave  a  signal,  and  two  of  the 
Tigers  on  foot  hastened  down.  Michael  Ney  was 
blindfolded,  one  arm  was  bound  to  his  side,  and 
he  was  led  along  up  the  defile,  the  leader  saying: 

“Rash  lad,  you  have  still  five  minutes  to  ponder 
and  to  draw  back  on  certain  conditions.”  _ 

“I  will  not  draw  back,  monsieur,  and  I  am 
ready  for  death  if  I  fail  in  the  tests.” 

“Then  on  with  him,  and  we  will  see  if  his  heart 
is  as  stout  as  his  words.” 

On  went  the  lad  for  some  distance,  making 
several  turns  with  his  conductors.  He  then  felt 
himself  descending  some  rugged  steps,  and  he 
knew,  from  the  odor  greeting  him,  that  he  was 
in  a  cavernous  stable.  His  conductors  stopped 
in  a  small  inner  apartment,  the  leader  saying : 

“Now,  Michael  Ney,  prepare  your  soul  for  the 
first  test,  and  we  will  prepare  your  body.”  f, 

“I  am  ready,  monsieur,”  was  the  calm  answer 
from  the  heroic  lad. 

“Then  array  him  for  the  contest,  selecting  a 
suit  as  close-fitting  as  possible,  and  I  will  away 
to  prepare  for  the  first  test.” 

The  fearless  and  blindfolded  lad  could  then 
hear  that  some  whispered  orders  were  given,  but 
he  could  not  distinguish  the  meaning  of  them. 
His  outer  garments  were  taken  off,  and  he  was 
arrayed  in  a  suit  that  had  a  tigerish  odor,  one 
of  his  attendants  saying: 


“Mad  boy,  you  must  now  encounter  the^best 
swordsman  in  our  fearless  band,  and  instant 
death  awaits  your  defeat.” 

“I  can  but  die  once,”  was  the  cool  reply. 

“You  are  a  game  one,  but  your  opponent  towers 
a  head  over  you.” 


Will  we  fight  with  swords  of  equal  length?” 

“You  will.” 

“Then  I  am  satisfied.” 

“But  you  will  fight  witfi  your  left  arm  bound 
to  your  side.” 

“Will  my  opponent  be  bound  also?” 

“Assuredly.  You  will  fight  on  equal  terms.” 
then  I  am  satisfied.  Friend,  I  assure  vou 
that  I  am  not  to  be  terrified.” 

\»e  will  see.  Now,  we  will  lead  you  to  the 
duelling-ground.” 


The  blindfolded  lad  was  led  out  into  a  large 
cavernous  chamber  in  the  rear,  one  of  his  con¬ 
ductors  saying: 


*  \ 
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“You  must  pledge  yourself  not^  to  utter  a 
single  word  until  the  contest  is  over.” 

“I  do.” 

“Then  look  to  your  steps,  as  you  are  to  walk 
on  a  single  plank.” 

The  sneaker  walked  ahead,  holding  young 
Xeys  right  hand,  and  the  lad  found  himself 
treading  on  a  long  plank,  and  then  to  stand  on 
what  seemed  to  him  to  he  a  large  table  or  a 
platform.  The  bandage  was  then  removed,  and 
voung  Ney  found  himself  with  a  sword  in  his 
hand  while  in  front  of  him  stood  a  tall  man 
in  the  tigerish  costume,  who  was  holding  a  weapon 
ready  also.  One  glance  at  his  own  clothes  told 
Michael  Ney  that  he  was  also  arrayed  in  a  sim¬ 
ilar  costume,  with  a  cowl  of  tigerish  aspect  over 
the  head,  that  completely  battled  the  one  fiom 
seeing  any  of  the  features  of  the  other  except 
the  eyes.  But  the  brave  lad  beheld  other  objects 
tending  to  startle  the  bravest  souls.  He  could 
.^ee  that  they  were  standing  on^  an  unguarded 
platform,  not  more  than  twelve  feet  square,  one 
side  of  which  rested  against  the  silent  wall  of 
the  great  cavern.  On  the  other  three  sides,  and 
some  twelve  feet  or  more  below  the  raised  plat¬ 
form,  appeared  a  deep,  dark  pool  of  gurgling 
water,  that  extended  along  one  side  of  the  cave, 
and  into  which  one  of  the  combatants  must  fall 
if  forced  back  in  the  struggle.  And  then,  which 
was  the  most  startling  spectacle  of  all,  along  the 
edge  of  the  deep  pool  stood  the  Seven  Tigers  of 
the  Mountains  on  their  wildly-caparisoned  steeds, 
each  of  the  strange  beings  holding  aloft  a  flaming 
torch  to  light  the  platform  on  which  the  swords¬ 
men  stood.  .  ,  , 

It  was  a  weird  and  novel  scene,  with  the  lights 
flaming  on  the  dark  water,  on  the  cavernous 
walls,  and  on  the  frail  platfrom  on  which  stood 
the  strangers  in  the  strange  array,  with  the 
gleaming*  swords  upraised  for  the  struggle. 
Michael  Ney  had  barely  time  to  glance  around 
twice,  when  the  husky  voice  of  the  leadei  called 

on  him  to  set  to.  . . 

“Silence  on  your  lives,”  he  cried,  during  the 
struggle,  and  remember  that  a  retreat,  save  to 
the  wall,  means  death  in  the  dark  flood. 

Michael  Ney  moved  to  the  center  of  the  plat¬ 
form  and  planted  his  right  foot  on  the  hoard  to 
meet  the  assault  of  his  tall  foe,  as  he  said  to  him- 


death  by  the  sword  than  drowning  in 
tnat  bubbling  pool.  I’ll  leave  the  wall  to  his  back 

at  the  outset.”  . 

The  tall  swordsman  shook  his  head,  as  he  was 
compelled  to  place  his  back  toward  the  wall, 
while  he  said  to  himself: 

“This  is  a  chivalrous  opponent,  and  I  will  at 
first  retreat  to  the  side.” 

Then  the  swords  clashed  together  before  the 
strange  spectators,  and  Michael  Ney  knew  at 
once  that  he  had  a  powerful  and  an  able  foe  to 
master  in  that  first  ordeal. 


CHAPTER  IV.— The  Little  Guide. 

It  was  Blanche  Dupont  who  gave  the  queen’s 
pigr.et  ring  to  Michael  Ney,  and  it  came  about  in 
this  v  ay.  The  adventurous  girl  really  admired 
the  handsome  and  dashing  young  Murat,  but 


she  fancied  that  she  loved  the  queen  much  more. 
That  glorious  lady,  in  addition  to  the  charms 
of  face  and  manner,  possessed  a  personal  mag¬ 
netism  that  bewitched  friends  and  foes  alike, 
and  young  and  old  of  both  sexes  vowed  eternal 
fidelity  to  her  and  her  cause.  Many  noble  hearts 
kept  their  vows  through  sunshine  and  storm,  but 
others,  alas,  became  her  silent  enemies  in  the 
dark  days  to  come.  About  three  weeks  before 
the  night  of  the  adventure  at  the  tavern,  Blanche 
Dupont  was  out  hunting*  with  the  queen  in  the 
forest,  when  the  daring  girl  became  separated 
from  the  others  and  lost  her  way.  She  was  striv¬ 
ing  to  reach  Versailles  on  horseback  when  she 
was  assailed  in  the  wood  by  two  armed  footpads 
from  Paris.  One  scream  escaped  from  Blanche, 
when  a  young  horseman,  who  was  armed  with  a 
heavy  whip  alone,  dashed  at  the  robbers  and 
knocked  them  senseless  on  the  instant.  That 
3roung  horseman  was  Murat;  and  he  was  on  his 
way  to  Paris  from  his  native  village  to  seek  his 
fortune. 

Though  the  youth  had  spent  his  younger  days 
in  his  father’s  stables,  at  the  country  tavern,  he 
had  received  a  fair  education  also  at  a  neighbor¬ 
ing  academy,  and  he  was  the  best  swordsman 
and  horseman  for  many  miles  around.  Murat 
escorted  the  winning  girl  to  the  palace  at  Ver¬ 
sailles  that  evening,  and  he  soon  became  her  slave 
— almost.  The  youth  wanted  to  enroll  himself 
as  one  of  the  queen’s  guards,  but  he  lacked  in¬ 
fluence,  and  Blanche  induced  him  to  become  a 
spy  on  the  famous  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Moun¬ 
tains.  Up  to  the  time  of  that  fight  on  the  hill, 
the  cunning  girl  fancied  that  she  did  not  care 
much  for  Murat,  but  his  capture  by  the  mys¬ 
terious  outlaws  laid  her  heart  bare  in  this  regard. 
Then  remorse  seized  her,  and  she  deplored  having 
enrolled  the  dashing  young  man  in  a  cause  that 
led  to  his  destruction,  as  she  feared. 

During  the  intense  excitement  that  prevailed 
while  watching  the  strange  struggle  on  the  hill 
no  one  noticed  Michael  Ney,  but  the  lad  was 
taking  in  all  that  passed  around  him.  When 
young  Murat  was  overpowered  by  superior  num¬ 
bers,  Blanche  groaned  in  agony,  and  she  was 
hastening  downstairs,  calling  on  the  guards  to 
rescue  her  admirer,  when  she  met  the  pale-faced 
lad,  who  said  to  her: 

“Murat  is  my  friend,  young  lady,  and  if  you 
will  aid  me  I  swear  to  rescue  him.” 

The  excited  girl  was  at  once  impressed  by  the 
earnest  eyes  of  the  lad,  and  she  responded : 

“What  can  I  do?” 

“Get  me  permission  from  the  queen  to  ride  to 
his  aid  on  one  of  the  horses  below.” 

“Take  the  queen’s  signet  ring  and  away.  That 
will  be  obeyed.  Your  name,  boy?” 

“Michael  Ney.” 

“Then  away  to  the  rescue,  as  I  will  die  if  ho 
is  slain.” 

Young  Ney  took  the  ring  and  hastened  to  the 
yard,  while  the  mounted  guards  dashed  away  in 
pursuit  of  the  Tigers.  Selecting  the  best  horse 
his  eyes  fell  on,  together  with  sword  and  pistols, 
Michael  Ney  displayed  the  signet  ring  and  he  was 
obeyed  by  the  guardsmen.  As  he  was  dashing 
out  of  the  yard  the  queen  called  to  him  from  the 
window  to  summon  back  the  horsemen,  and 
Blanche  was  conversing  earnestly  with  the  noble 
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lady  at  the  moment.  Fouche  was  searching 
through  the  tavern  for  the  husky  man  in  gray, 
who  had  so  suddenly  disappeared.  It  will  be  re¬ 
membered  that  Blanche  was  still  disguised  as  a 
smart  page,  and  only  Talleyrand  and  Fouche 
knew  her  to  be  cue  of  the  maids  cf  the  queen. 
These  heartless  intriguers  were  not  young  men 
at  the  time,  yet  they  were  secret  admirers  of  the 
lovely  queen;  and  they  both  heartily  hated  the 
noble  Lafayette,  America’s  true  friend  in  time 
of  need. 

Lafayette  was  powerful  in  France  at  that 
critical  period,  being  loved  and  respected  by  the 
people,  and  feared  and  hated  by  manv  of  the 
tyrannical  aristocrats.  Talleyrand  and  Fouche 
both  hated  America’s  friend,  and  it  was  to  de¬ 
stroy  Lafayette  that  the  intriguers  combined 
to  crush  the  Seven  Tigers,  in  the  hope  and  belief 
that  the  chivalrous  young  nobleman  would  prove 
to  be  one -of  the  mysterious  band,  if  not  the 
actual  leader.  The  fair  queen  admired  Lafayette 
for  his  noble  qualities,  independence  and  high 
courage,  and  he  returned  the  favor  by  bending 
all  his  energies  to  save  her  from  destruction, 
while  aiming  to  serve  the  oppressed  people  as 
well. 

If  it  could  be  decided  that  Lafayette  was  con¬ 
nected  with  the  famous  band  of  masked  outlaws, 
disgrace  and  death  awaited  the  exposure,  and 
hence  the  energy  of  the  able  intriguers  who  plot¬ 
ted  against  the  beloved  friend  of  the  queen  and 
of  the  people.  Talleyrand  then  held  a  high  posi¬ 
tion  under  the  weak-headed  king,  while  Fouche 
was  posing  as  a  leader  of  the  bitter  revolutionists 
who  would  destroy  the  throne.  The  queen  was 
certain  that  Lafayette  would  never  plot  to  injure 
her,  yet  she  feared  that  he  may  he  induced  to 
join  the  mysterious  band,  and  she  dreaded  his 
exposure. 

Hence  she  had  called  back  the  pursuing  guards, 
while  pretending  to  Talleyrand  that  she  feared 
an  ambush  for  them  in  the  dark  forest.  Poor 
Blanche  was  in  a  fearful  state  of  mind  after  the 
capture  of  young  Murat,  and  she  begged  of  the 
queen  in  this  way: 

“Oh,  beloved  lady,  do  permit  me  to  hasten  away 
after  those  horrid  wretches!” 

“What  can  you  do,  silly  girl?”  inquired  the  per¬ 
plexed  queen. 

“I  can  make  an  effort  to  save  the  gallant  youth 
whom  I  allured  to  destruction.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  will  go  to  seek 
the  Seven  Tigers?” 

“I  do,  dear  lady,  and  I  will  die  with  anguish 
if  you  refuse  me.” 

“But  how  can  you  find  them?” 

“I  will  find  them,  and  I  will  save  dear  Murat 
if  he  is  not  yet  dead.” 

The  queen  loved  romantic  and  dangerous  ad¬ 
ventures,  and  she  could  not  refuse  the  brave  and 
tearful  girl.  Having  gained  the  consent  re¬ 
quired,  Blanche  hastened  down  to  the  old  land¬ 
lord  and  whispered  some  telling  words  into  his 
ear.  In  less  than  five  minutes  after  the  adven¬ 
turous  girl  was  riding  toward  the  forest  on  a 
splendid  horse,  and  a  small  boy  with  a  roguish 
countenance  was  mounted  at  her  side.  That  boy 
was  the  landlord’s  son,  and  he  was  known  to 
friends  and  foes  as  Little  Wolf,  though  his 
proper  name  was  Louis  Gasnier. 


“And  so  you  saw  through  my  disguise,  Louis,” 
said  the  girl,  as  they  gained  the  dark  forest. 

The  boy  grinned  and  chuckled  as  he  nodded  “* 
his  head,  but  he  spoke  not  a  word.  /* 

“Well,”  continued  Blanche,  “I  see  that  you  are 
very  clever,  and  I  still  vow  to  you  that  you  will 
be  a  page  at  the  palace  if  you  guide  me  fairly 
to-night.” 

’’And  the  handsome  swordsman  will  show  me 
how  to  fence?”  responded  Little  Wolf. 

“If  he  lives,  I  swear  he  will.” 

“Then  I  will  guide  you  to  the  den  of  the 
Tigers,  yet  I  warn  you  that  death  will  clasp  us 
both  if  we  are  discovered.  Oh,  they  are  terrible 
animals,  I  swear  to  you,  fair  one!” 

“We  must  risk  it,  as  I  swear  to  rescue  the 
bravo  youth!” 

“Then  let  us  on  to  the  den,  and  Little  Wolf 
will  not  falter  if  you  don’t!” 

“I  will  not,”  responded  the  brave  girl,  “though 
all  of  the  Seven  Tigers  clawed  at  me.” 

They  dashed  through  the  forest  path  at  a  full _ 

gallop  and  then  out  on  the  mountain.  Into  the  - 
mountain  stream  they  rode,  and  then  upward  and 
onward,  Little  Wolf  saying: 

“Follow  me  and  I  will  guide  you  by  a  path  ^ 
not  known  to  the  Tigers  themselves.  FCememh^^—  — ■ ■ 
your  solemn  vow  always.” 

“I  will  not  forget  it,  good  Louis.” 

The  boy  led  on  through  the  stream,  and  both 
riders  were  sheltered  from  observation  by  the 
high  hanks.  That  stream  gushed  out  from  the 
side  of  the  mountain,  as  if  running  through  a 
tunnel,  and  the  hoy  drew  up  at  the  mouth, 
saying: 

“Now  for  the  darkness  and  the  dangerous 
path.  Do  you  still  falter,  fair  one?” 

“Never!”  •* 

“You  have  a  brave  heart  and  you  should  be  a 
soldier’s  bride.  Murat  will  be  fortunate  if  he 
will  win  you.” 

“I  will  be  fortunate  if  I  save  him.” 

“And  I  aim  to  save  the  pale-faced  youth,”  re-  ** 
sponded  the  boy,  “as  he  has  the  better  eye.  Now 
give  me  your  hand  and  look  to  your  feet.” 

Little  Wolf,*  had  secured  the  horses  to  stunted 
trees  hanging  over  the  bsnk  of  the  stream,  and 
he  grasped  Blanche’s  hand  to  lead  her  to  a  small 
opening  at  the  side  of  the  tunnel-like  entrance,  * 

from  which  the  rushing  water  flowed.  The  i 

side  entrance  was  screened  by  a  projecting  i-ockU 
and  it  was  so  narrow  that  the  two  could  not 
walk  abreast  thereon.  Blanche  shuddered  a  little  * 
as  she  entered  on  the  dark  path  under  the  moun¬ 
tain,  while  she  could  hear  the  water  flowing  on 
close  to  her  feet. 

“Have  we  far  to  go  in  the  darkness,  Louis?” 
she  asked. 

“Close  on  a  mile,  fair  one.  Do  you  falter?” 

“No,  na!  Press  on,  if  it  were  ten  times  as  far, 
and  my  heart  will  bear  me  on.” 

“Look  to  your  feet,  as  the  path  is  rough,  and 
a  stumble  will  send  you  into  the  rushing  water.” 

The  path  was  jaggled  and  winding,  and  Little 
Wolf  had  to  feel  his  way  along  the  side  with  one 
hand.  Y  et  they  both  kept  bravely  on  until  a 
glimmer  o!  light  in  the  distance  told  them  that 
they  were  drawing  near  to  the  main  cave  of  the 
famous  Seven  i  igers.  The  light  had  scarcely 
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appeared  when  the  clashing  of  swords  reached 
their  ears,  and  Blanche  exclaimed: 

^  “Oh,  mercy,  they  are  slaying  my  gallant 
Murat.” 

“Peace,  fair  one!”  warned  the  boy,  “or  we 
will  be  discovered.  It  may  be  another  victim  spy 
»  put  to  one  of  the  tests.” 

“What  tests,  Louis?” 

“Silence  now  and  you  will  see.  There  is  a 
6ight  for  you,  fair  one.  You  never  beheld  such 
a  scene  in  the  play-house  in  the  city.” 

Blanche  was  fairly  amazed  at  the  wonderful 
scene  presented  to  her  when  they  peered  over  a 
rock  and  across  the  water  into  a  large  cave. 
The  narrow  path  ended  abruptly  at  the  rock, 
and  close  to  that  rock  and  into  the  tunnel  sped 
the  stream  that  flowed  along  the  side  of  the  cave. 
Along  that  cave  appeared  the  Seven  Tigers 
standing  erect  on  horseback,  with  the  flaming 
torches  raised  aloft  to  light  the  combatants  on 
the  platform.  Young  Michael  Ney  and  his  large 
opponent  were  then  fighting  furiously  about  the 
— - -  center  of  the  platform,  and  the  tall  one  had  his 
*  back  to  the  solid  wall.  Blanche  glared  at  the 
uncouth  swordsmen  thus  engaged,  and  her  heart 
fluttered  as  she  gasped  into  the  little  fellow’s 
ear: 

.  “Db  you  know  the  fighters?” 

“How  could  I  know  them,  as  one  never  sees  a 
face  under  those  masks.  That  big  fellow  is  the 
champion  for  to-night,  but  the  small  one  fights 
like  a  gladiator.” 

“Mercy!  what  cruelty  if  one  should  be  slain!” 

“Or  forced  into  the  merciless  water,”  chuckled 
Little  Wolf,  “as  I  saw  a  fool  of  a  spy  perish  the 
other  night.  Ha!  the  little  fellow  gives  way 
now!” 

Michael  Ney  was  giving  way  before  his  large 
*•  opponent,  the  latter  appearing  to  strike  with 
greater  skill  and  fury  as  he  warmed  to  the  en¬ 
counter.  Back  to  the  very  edge  of  the  platform 
fell  the  youth,  and  another  foot  backward  would 
|  *  have  sent  him  into  the  onrushing  water.  Blanche 
gasped  again,  as  if  for  breath,  and  she  whis¬ 
pered  to  her  little  guide: 

“Oh,  mercy!  We  must  strive  to  save  the  un¬ 
fortunate.  Oh,  what  skill!” 

“The  little  one  is  a  wonder,”  responded  Little 
Wolf,  “and  he  will  be  the  champion.  See  how  he 
drives  the  other  now!” 

' — ffichael  Ney  had  one  foot  over  the  edge  of  the 
platform,  when  he  made  a  sudden  dart  forward, 

*  striking  with  the  sword  at  the  same  moment. 
The  big  opponent  caught  the  blow  on  the  breast, 
and  he  reeled  back.  Then  out  on  the  center  of  the 

A  platform  sprang  young  Ney,  and  he  turned  his 
Back  to  the  solid  wall,  as  if  he  meant  to  cry: 

“It  is  my  turn  now!” 

Yet  not  a  word  was  uttered  aloud  by  either 
of  the  swordsmen  or  by  the  spectators.  Then  at 
it  they  went  again,  when  Michael  Ney  forced  his 
furious  antagonist  back,  dealing  him  several 
blows  on  the  breast  and  shoulders  with  the  flat 
end  of  the  weapon.  Back  and  back  fell  the 

*  tall  one,  and  then  over  he  went  into  the  bubbling 
water,  with  the  sword  still  clasped  in  his  hand. 
Down  went  the  victim,  to  rise  to  the  surface 
again  near  the  entrance  to  the  dark  tunnel,  and 

]  •  to  yell  aloud: 


“Accursed  fiends,  it  was  a  demon  swrordsman 
you  pitted  against  me!” 

“Plunge  in  and  save  him,  victor!”  cried  the 
leader  of  the  Tigers,  “and  that  will  be  your 
second  test.” 

Before  the  sentence  was  finished,  Michael  Ney 
dashed  into  the  bubbling  Avater,  crying: 

“Bra^je  Murat,  I  swear  that  I  did  not  know  you. 
I  will  save  you  or  perish  with  you!” 


CHAPTER  V.— The  Second  Test. 

Into  the  dark  passage  crept  the  two  young 
swordsmen,  and  down  from  their  steeds  sprang 
the  Seven  Tigers. 

“Two  more  foolish  spies  disposed  of,”  cried  the 
leader  of  the  band. 

“And  brave  youths  they  were.”  responded  an¬ 
other,  who  was  called  Pyrena  ana  who  "was  second 
in  rank  in  the  band.  “Would  that  the  small  one 
had  declined  the  second  test.” 

“Do  you  know  him?”  asked  the  leader. 

“I  do  not,  yet  I  deplore  his  death,  as  he  was 
a  true  hero;  and  he  would  be  a  worthy  pupil 
of  our  band.” 

“Death  to  all  spies  of  the  tyrant  or  demagogues 
must  be  our  Avatchword,  brothers.” 

“Death  to  all  spies,”  yelled  the  others  in  one 
voice. 

The  leader  then  gave  a  cry  ressembling  that  * 
of  a  tiger  springing  on  its  prey.  Out  from  a  side 
passage  appeared  seven  skin-clad  figures,  Avho 
were  perfect  counterparts  of  the  horsemen  in 
costumes.  At  one  silent  motion  from  the  leader 
the  newcomers  led  the  horses  away,  and  the 
torches  Avere  stuck  in  holders  at  the  side  of  the 
cave. 

“Now  to  the  council  board!”  cried  the  leader, 
as  he  seized  a  long  plank  Avith  the  others. 

The  plank  was  pushed  up  and  over  to  the  side 
of  the  raised  platform,  and  the  leader  led  the 
Avay  to  the  stage,  crying: 

“The  ablest  intriguer  of  France  now  strikes 
at  us,  and  he  has  a  fit  tool  in  Fouche.” 

“You  allude  to  Talleyrand,  Alpha?”  inquired 
the  second  member  who  crossed  the  plank. 

“I  do.  He  has  come  from  the  English  court 
in  disguise,  hoping  to  destroy  the  noble  Lafayette. 
We  have  bad  but  children  to  deal  with  hereto¬ 
fore,  and  now  we  have  giants  in  intellect  and  in 
trickery.” 

“Death  to  the  tricksters,  then!”  cried  one  of 
the  Tigers. 

“Death  to  all  base  tyrants!”  cried  another. 

“Liberty  for  France,  yet  long  live  the  noble 
queen!”  cried  a  quivering  \roice. 

“Long  live  the  dear  queen,  cry  we  all,”  re¬ 
sponded  the  leader,  “yet  Ave  must  save  our 
country  from  the  cruel  oppression  of  the  fair 
lady’s  aristocratic  friends.” 

“And  from  the  plotting  leaders  of  the  Paris 
mobs,”  added  one  of  the  band,  who  was  known  to 
his  companions  as  Vosga. 

The  leader  was  then  standing  in  the  center  of 
the  platform,  and  the  others  stood  around  him, 
all  Avith  their  swords  drawn.  Their  voices  Avere 
lowered  as  they  closed  together  to  consult,  while 
they  addressed  each  other  by  names  designating 
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the  principal  mountains  of  the  country.  The 
leader  was  known  as  Alpha,  the  next  in  command 
was  called  Pyrena,  the  third  Vosga,  while  Sarda, 
Maldetta,  Blanca,  and  Bernarda  were  the  titles 
which  the  others  bore. 

If  Blanche  and  Little  Wolf  still  peered  out  over 
the  rock  and  the  water  they  could  note  that  all 
the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  were  stout 
and  strong  men,  the  leader  being  the  tallest. 

“Brothers  of  the  mountain,”  continued  the 
leader,  “the  time  has  come  for  us  to  strike  a 
etunning  blow  or  our  work  will  be  in  vain.  That 
telling  blow  must  be  aimed  at - ” 

The  subdued  speech  was  interrupted  by  a 
splashing  noise  near  the  opening  of  the  tunnel, 
and  then  a  faint  voice  cried: 

“Tiger  of  the  Mountain,  I  have  performed  the 
second  feat,  and  my  friend  is  with  me.” 

Cries  of  surprise  burst  from  all  the  Seven 
Tigers  as  they  sprang  to  the  edge  of  the  plat¬ 
form  and  glared  down  over  the  water.  Out  from 
behind  the  jutting  rock  which  had  concealed 
Blanche  and  Little  Wolf,  as  well  as  the  path 
behind  them,  appeared  the  late  opponents.  They 
Were  both  bravely  breasting  up  against  the 
•  stream,  Murat  with  the  sword  in  his  mouth, 
while  Michael  Ney  still  held  his  weapon  in  the 
right  hand,  and  they  swam  together  side  by  side. 
The  swimmers’  costumes  had  not  been  disar¬ 
ranged  by  the  plunges  and  struggles,  and  their 
faces  were  still  concealed  under  the  savage 
masks.  The  deep  stream  was  flowing  swiftly  as 
it  entered  the  natural  tunnel,  and  the  gallant 
youths  had  to  struggle  bravely  until  they  passed 
the  jutting  r-ock,  behind  and  above  which  the 
sweep  of  the  current  was  broken.  Exclamations 
of  amazement  fell  from  all  the  Tigers  as  they 
witnessed  the  unlooked-for  spectacle,  and  the 
appearance  of  as  many  ghosts  of  their  former 
victims  could  not  have  startled  them  any  more. 
While  they  v/ere  yet  staring  down  in  surprise, 
Michael  Ney  gained  the  dry  side  of  the  cave  and 
reached  back  his  left  hand  to  his  young  com¬ 
panion,  crying: 

“Up  with  you,  brave  friend,  and  the  second 
feat  is  accomplished.” 

Murat  was  puffing  vigorously*  as  he  gained  the 
bank,  but  he  did  not  pause  an  instant  to  regain 
his  breath.  Grasping  his  sword,  he  dashed  at 
the  long  plank  leading  to  the  platform,  and 
bounded  across  it,  crying: 

“Dogs  of  animals,  come  at  me  now,  and  I’ll 
show  you  how  I  can  fight.” 

“And  I’ll  back  my  friend,”  cried  young  Ney, 
as  he  advanced  on  the  plank  behind  the  other. 
“What  baseness  to  set  me  against  a  sworn 
brother!” 

Murat  had  then  taken  his  stand  about  half  way 
across  the  log  plank,  and  he  brandished  his 
sword  at  the  Seven  Tigers  as  he  thundered  forth: 

“Come  on  now,  you  base  bandits,  and  I  will 
send  some  of  you  to  perdition  down  that  dark 
stream.”  - 

Alpha,  the  leader  of  the  strange  band,  waved 
aside  the  others,  and  he  advanced  to  the  end  of 
the  plank  with  his  sword  hand  upraised,  crying: 

“Brave  youths,  by  what  miracle  did  you  come 
forth  from  that  dark  passage?” 

“No  thanks  to  you  that  we  came  forth,  treach¬ 
erous  dog,”  answered  Murat.  “Advance  and 


I’ll  send  you  to  explore.  Then  one  of  your  curs 
can  in  to  save  you.” 

“Death  to  the  insolent  spies!”  cried  one  of  the  •*. 
band  on  the  platform. 

“Come  on  and  make  your  threat  felt,”  cried  the 
excited  Murat,  waving  his  sword. 

“Peace  and  a  parley!”  cried  the  leader,  casting  ^ 
a  glance  toward  the  dark  passage. 

“He  fears  to  meet  the  ghosts  of  his  former 
victims,”  cried  young  Ney,  in  sarcastic  tones. 
“Wretch,  did  I  not  pass  through  the  second 
ordeal  ?” 

“That  is  true“  brave  youth,-  but  a  third  yet 
remains,  and  your  friend  has  failed.” 

“I  will  not  fail  against  you!”  cried  the  fiery 
Murat.  “Come  on,  and  I  will  send  you  to  meet 
your  former  victims!” 

A  deep,  sonorous,  long  moan  came  forth  from 
the  tunnel  to  startle  the  Seven  Tigers,  and  they 
all  glared  at  the  dark  passage,  the  leader  crying: 

“We  are  beset  by  fiends  or  spies,  and  we  must 
solve  this  mystery.” 

“Then  advance  on  me  and  I  will  send  yctr  ■ 
down  to  solve  it!”  cried  the  impatient  Murat,  who 
was  dying  to  make  amends  for  his  late  defeat  by 
showing  his  prowess  against  the  Tigers. 

“Strike  at  the  young  fools!”  cried  Pyrena,  “and 
we  will  then  explore  the  passage.”  - 

“Come  on  and  strike!”  cried  Murat. 

The  leader  advanced  a  few  steps  on  the  plank 
with  his  sword  extended,  as  if  to  engage  the 
impatient  youth,  and  he  sent  forth  a  loud, 
savage  growl  at  the  same  time  Murat  was  step¬ 
ping  forward  to  cross  weapons,  when  another 
mournful  growl  from  the  tunnel  was  heard,  and 
a  weird  voice  cried: 

“Beware  of  the  fees  behind  you,  good  youth.” 

“Face  to  the  front,  Murat,”  cried  Ney,  “and 
I  will  hold  my  ground  against  those  behind.” 

The  brave  lad  turned  on  the  plank,  when  he 
beheld  seven  more  uncouth  forms  arrayed  against 
him  along  the  edge  of  the  water,  and  each  held 
a  sword  upraised. 

“Back  with  me,  Murat,”  he  cried,  as  he  dashed  " 
at  the  men  on  the  ground,  “and  displace  the 
plank  on  the  instant.” 

Murat  turned  suddenly  and  dashed  back  after 
his  friend,  who  dealt  lightning  blows  at  two  of 
the  strangers  who  opposed  him. 

Down  went  the  two  strangers,  and  Murat 
seized  the  end  of  the  heavy  plank  to  hurl  it 
into  the  water  as  he  cried:  '  ^v. 

“We’ll  send  you  to  explore  the  dark  passage, 
you  treacherous  bandits.” 

The  leader  had  barely  time  to  spring  back  on 
the  platform  when  the  plank  was  sent  into  the 
stream,  while  he  cried: 

“At  them  together,  brave  Tigers,  but  do  not 
slay  them!” 

The  five  swordsmen  on  the  bank  were  rushing 
at  young  Ney,  when  Murat  sprang  to  his  friend’s 
aid  like  an  enraged  lion,  yelling: 

“Slash  at  the  base  bandits,  gallant  friend,  and 
well  send  all  the  rascals  to  meet  the  ghosts  of 
their  victims  below.” 


And  the  fiery  youth  swept  down  a  foe  as  he 
made  the  threat,  while  young  Nev  struck  at  an¬ 
other  with  signal  effect.  The  Seven  Tigers  on  the 
plat 1 01  m  yelled  with  rage  as  they  saw  their 
fi  lends  falling,  and  their  leader  sent  forth  an- 
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other  fearful  growl.  Then  into  the  great  cavern 
dashed  seven  more  swordsmen  who  were  arrayed 
in  gray  cloth,  with  masks  of  the  same  color  con¬ 
cealing  thbir  faces. 

“The  men  in  gray!”  cried  Murat,  as  he  struck 
down  another  foe.  -  . 

“Down  with  the  spies!”  yelled  the  leader  on 
the  platform,  “hut  spare  their  lives!” 

The  seven  men  in  gray  dashed  at  the  two 
youths,  who  were  then  fighting  bravely  at  the 
side  of  the  water,  when  a  voice  from  the  tunnel 
rose  above  the  din,  crying: 

“Into  the  stream,  youths,  and  escape  the  mur¬ 
derous  bandits!” 

“To  the  stream  it  is,  Murat!”  cried  Michael 
Ney,  as  he  seized  his  friend’s  hand,  “and  we  will 
live  to  fight  the  base  Tigers  again!” 

“Follow  us,  if  you  dare,  bandits!”  yelled  Mu¬ 
rat,  as  he  dashed  into  the  water  with  his  friend, 
“and  we’ll  encounter  you  man  to  man  in  the  dark¬ 
ness.” 


CHAPTER  VI.— The  Little  Page. 

“Oh,  those  perfidious  Tigers!  they  will  yet  be 
tb^death  of  me!” 

It  was  the  queen  who  thus  exclaimed  one  even¬ 
ing  about  two  weeks  after  her  visit  to  the  tav¬ 
ern  beyond  the  forest.  The  fair  woman  was 
seated  in  her  private  reception-room  in  the  pal¬ 
ace,  and  Talleyrand  stood  before  her  with  a 
smile  on  his  face. 

“Fair  queen,”  responded  the  wily  intriguer,  “I 
have  begged  of  you  to  give  me  full  power  in  ex¬ 
terminating  the  pests,  and  you  decline.” 

“Because  I  fear,  Talley,  you  aim  more  to  crush 
the  brave  Lafayette  than  to  serve  me.” 

“Why  should  I  not  crush  the  traitor,  noble 
lady,  if  he  is  the  leader  of  this  mysterious  and 
daring  band  of  traitors?” 

“That  you  have  not  proved.  Your  accom¬ 
plished  tool  in  intrigue,  Fouche,  has  also  failed  in 
every  effort  against  them.” 

“We  have  failed,  dear  lady,  simply  because 
you  will  not  place  a  sufficient  force  at  my  com¬ 
mand.  I  have  only  to  remind  you  that  you  called 
off  the  guards  that  night  at  the  tavern.” 

“The  night  when  my  faithful  Blanche  disap- 
pered!”  groaned  the  queen.  “Oh,  why  did  I 
c  ^vimt'^er  to  ride  away  in  quest  of  that  young 
gallant  that  night?” 

“That  young  gallant  was  a  spy  of  the  Tigers, 
gracious  queen,  and  your  maid  fled  to  the  moun¬ 
tains  with  him.  Give  me  a  hundred  of  your  faith¬ 
ful  guards  and  I  will  release  the  young  lady  and 
crush  all  the  traitors.” 

“Why  do  you  require  so  many  of  my  brave 
guards  against  the  Seven  Tigers?” 

“Because  I  am  convinced  that  they  really  num¬ 
ber  ten  times  seven.  Fouche  and  I  have  not  been 
idle  since  that  night.” 

“What  have  you  discovered?” 

“We  have  discovered  that  the  old  tavern-keeper 
is  in  league  with  the  Tigers.” 

“What!  And  his  little  son  is  here  in  the  pal- 
are  now  as  one  of  my  pages!  The  boy  is  de¬ 
voted  to  us,  Talley.” 

“I  believe  the  boy  is  here  as  a  spy  for  the 
T  ,  l2'’y,  and  you  will,  remember  I  doubted 
story  that  night,  when  he  rode  back  to  the 


tavern  to  tell  us  of  his  desperate  escape  from  the 
disguised  traitors.” 

“Oh,  you  suspicious  man,  will  you  not  have 
faith  in  the  devotion  of  any  one  to  us?  The 
boy  would  die  for  us.” 

“Dear  queen,  it  is  my  duty  to  suspect  in  your 
behalf.  You  are  beset  by  treacherous  friends 
in  your  palace,  and  the  mobs  in  Paris  howl  for 
your  life.  Those  Tigers  strike  at  your  ministers 
and  nobles,  and  they  will  assail  you  next,  if  they 
are  not  crushed.” 

“Then  crush  them,  Count  Talleyrand,  and  here 
is  the  order  for  a  hundred  of  our  guards  to  be  at 
your  disposal.  When  and  where  will  you  first 
strike  at  them?” 

“This  very  night,  lady,  and  we  will  assail  them 
in  their  rendezvous  in  Paris.” 

“In  Paris!  Then  you  have  discovered  that 
they  meet  in  Paris?” 

“We  have.  As  I  told  you,  Fouche  and  I  have 
not  been  idle.” 

“Then  I  will  ride  with  you  to-night  in  dis¬ 
guise.” 

Talleyrand  drew  back  with  an  ugly  frown.  . 

“Noble  lady,”  he  protested,  “we  will  seek  your 
vile  enemies  in  one  of  the  vilest  neighborhoods  in 
the  dangerous  city.” 

“Yet  I  insist  on  going  with  you,  count.  Take 
the  order  and  away  with  you  to  prepare  the 
guards.  Will  they  appear  a^  soldiers?” 

“No,  madam.  It  will  be  necessary  for  us  to 
reach  the  city  as  citizens;  and  I  beg  that  you  will 
not  place  yourself  in  danger.” 

“Am  I  not  in  danger  now  every  hour  I  live?  I 
insist  on  riding  with  the  expedition.” 

“As  you  will,  madam.” 

The  great  intriguer  withdrew  with  a  frown  on 
his  handsome  countenance,  and  the  queen  smiled 
as  she  looked  after  him,  muttering  to  herself : 

“That  man’s  mind  is  as  crooked  as  his  feet,  yet 
he  is  the  ablest  statesman  in  France.  And  so 
he  would  crush  the  Tigers.  Appear,  Louis!” 

Out  from  a  small  closet  in  the  corner  of  the 
room  glided  Little  Wolf,  who  was  arrayed  in  the 
elegant  court  costume  of  a  page. 

“You  had  ears,  boy,”  said  the  queen,  with  one 
of  her  bewitching  smiles,  “and  you  heard  the 
Accusation  made  against  you?” 

“I  did,  your  majesty,”  replied  the  little  fellow 
with  a  merry  grin,  “but  you  are  convinced  that 
club-foot  lied.” 

“You  must  not  talk  in  that  manner  of  a  noble 
of  France  and  our  minister  to  England.  You 
craved  permission  to  visit  your  father  this  even¬ 
ing?” 

“I  did,  your  majesty.” 

“Then  away  with  you  to  change  your  costume 
and  leave  the  palace  by  the  secret  way.  Re¬ 
member  that  the  spies  suspect  you.” 

“I  fear  them  not  while  serving  the  noblest 
queen  that  ever  reigned.” 

And  the  little  gallant  kissed  the  queen’s  hand 
before  he  left  the  apartment.  When  Little  Wolf 
left  the  palace  garden  that  night  by  the  private 
gate,  he  did  not  turn  in  the  direction  of  his 
father’s  tavern,  and  it  would  require  the  sharpest 
eyes  to  detect  him  in  the  disguise  he  had  as¬ 
sumed.  Yet  sharp  eyes  were  on  him  as  he  ran 
through  the  deep  wood  in  the  direction  of  Paris. 
About  a  mile  from  the  palace  wall  in  that  wood 
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stood  an  old  cottage,  and  tln-ee  persons  occupied 
it  as  Little  Wolf  left  the  garden. 

“I  am  tired  of  this  dull  life,”  remarked  one  of 
the  occupants,  “and  I  long  .for  the  clang  of  steel 
and  the  rattle  of  bullets.” 

“Don’t  be  so  devoted  to  glory,  dear  friend,” 
responded  one  of  the  others,  “and  think  more  of 
love,  while  I  am  your  companion.” 

“Love  and  glory  walk  hand  in  hand,”  remark¬ 
ed  the  third,  “yet  I  must  confess  that  it  is  dull 
work  here  in  the  wood  pretending  to  watch  for 
poachers.” 

The  first  speaker  was  young  Murat,  the  second 
was  Blanche  Dupont,  and  the  third  was  Michael 
Ney,  while  they  all  appeared  in  the  rough  cos¬ 
tumes  worn  by  the  keepers  of  the  forest,  to- 

f ether  with  false  beards  that  fully  covered  their 
aces. 


“What,  Sir  Patience!”  said  the  disguised  girl, 
as  she  turned  sharply  on  young  Ney,  “and  do  you 
complain  of  inaction  also?” 

“I  do,  young  lady.  Were  it  not  for  my  con¬ 
fidence  in  our  leader  T  would  at  once  join  the 
regular  army  and  strike  for  glory.” 

“You  will  soon  have  a  chance  to  strike  for 
glory,  brave  youth,”  said  a  deep-toned  voice,  as 
the  leader  of  the  Tigers  entered  silently  by  the 
front  door  in  his  full  grotesque  costume.  “No 
message  from  our  friends  in  the  palace  yet?” 

The  young  friends  arose  at  the  sudden  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  strange  being,  and  they  saluted  him 
with  reverence,  while  Murat  answered: 

“We  await  a  messenger  from  the  palace,  now, 
captain.” 

“And  here  he  is,”  cried  Little  Wolf,  opening  a 
window*  at  the  side  and  darting  in. 

The  little  rogue  had  all  the  appearance  of  an 
imp  of  darkness,  as  his  face  was  disfigured  with 
charcoal  dust,  he  wore  an  old  cap  made  of  the 
skin  of  the  fox,  and  bis  ragged  clothes  were 
begrimed  with  mud. 

“What  is  the,  word,  little  one?”  demanded  the 
leader,  as  he  seized  the  boy  and  placed  him 
standing  on  the  table  in  the  center  of  the  room. 

“The  hawks  are  cut  to-night  in  full  flocks  and 
they  fly  to  Paris,  chief,”  answered  Little  Wolf, 
with  a  sly  grin, 

“In  what  number,  and  whom  do  they  seek?” 

“They  number  ten  times  ten,  and  they  seek 
the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  in  the  lair 
near  the  river.” 

“And  here,  also!’  cried  a  sharp  voice  outside 
the  window.  “Surrender  to  the  servants  of  the 
king,  traitors,  or  you  die  on  the  instant!” 

All  those  in  the  cabin  turned  to  the  window, 
and  a  slight  scream  escaped  from  the  disguised 
girl  as  she  saw  six  or  more  muskets  pointed  in 
at  them.  A  cadaverous  face  appeared  there  also, 
as  it  was  Fouche  who  had  made  the  threat.  The 
door  was  then  flung  open,  and  the  disguised 
friends  in  the  cottage  could  see  over  a  dozen 
bayonets  pointed  in  at  them. 

“Accursed  little  imp,”  cried  the  leader  of  the 
Tigers,  as  he  grasped  Little  Wolf  by  the  throat, 
as  if  he  would  choke  him  to  death,  “you  have 
betrayed  us.” 

“Not  I — not  I!”  gasped  the  boy.  “That  fox 
mujit  have  tracked  you  here.” 

“To  arms  and  fight  for  our  liberty!”  cried 
young  Ney,  as  he  dashed  out  the  light  on  the 


table,  pushing  Blanche  down  to  the  floor  at  the 
same  instant.  % 

Then  loud  and  terrible  rang  out  a  cry  from  the 
leader  of  the  Tigers,  and  he  sprang  to  close  the 
door,  saying,  in  calm  tones: 

“A  parley  with  you  out  there.”  t 

“We’ll  hold  no  parley  with  traitors  in  dis¬ 
guise,”  answered  Fouche.  “Torches  here,  sol¬ 
diers  of  the  people,  and  fire  on  the  bandits  if 
they  do  not  lay  down  their  arms  and  surrender.” 

Young  Murat  had  seized  his  sword  and  pistols, 
and  he  whispered  to  the  leader: 

“Will  we  dash  out  the  door?” 

“Not  yet.  Look  to  your  lady  friend  and  crouch 
down  to  the  side  here.  The  idiots  will  soon  find 
out  that  I  am  not  to  be  caught  in  a  trap.” 

Then  out  rang  that  loud,  inhuman  cry  again, 
and  it  was  responded  to  from  a  point  close  by 
in  the  wood. 

“On  my  back,  little  one,”  whispered  the  chief 
to  the  boy.  “Murat,  guard  your  lady  friend,  and 
you  dash  out  with  me,  Ney.  Here  they  come^ 
with  torches,  and  the  Tigers  ride  to  our  rescue. 

Out  at  the  bayonets!” 

When  Murat  was  captured  by  the  outlaws  the 
young  man’s  only  thought  was  to  break  away  and 

return  to  the  cavern  for  aid  to  assail  the  strong-  _ „ 

hold.  But  the  opportunity  did  not  offer.  We 
have  seen  the  sword  play  between  Ney  and  Mu¬ 
rat,  and  it  was  witnessed  by  Blanche  and  Little 
Wolf,  who  joined  them  in  the  tunnel  after  the 
combat  between  the  pair.  The  four  had  come 
across  a  cabin  in  the  woods  and  while  there  the 
leader  of  the  Seven  Tigers  had  found  them.  He 
explained  his  object  and  those  of  the  band  of 
Tigers,  and  the  four  enrolled  themselves  as  mem¬ 
bers.  It  was  thus  that  Fouche  surprised  them 
with  the  regulars.  But  the  regulars  did  not  fire 
into  the  cabin,  having  been  called  off  by  Talley-  « 
rand,  who  stated  the  big  man  in  the  cabin  was 
not  Lafayette. 

And  so  the  five  besieged  were  able  to  escape 
from  the  cabin  into  the  woods  behind  the  cabin,  , 
where  they  were  joined  by  the  Seven  Tigers,  while 
Talleyrand  and  Fouche  returned  to  Paris.  Later 
the  queen,  disguised,  accompanied  by  Fouche  and 
Talleyrand  were  on  their  way  to  Versailles.  Both 
Fouche  and  Talleyrand  could  have  sworn  that  as 
they  passed  an  old  building  once  used  as  an  arse¬ 
nal  they  had  seen  the  face  of  the  king  at  a  win¬ 
dow,  and  also  heard  a  voice  much  like  thp 


CHAPTER  VII. — The  Intriguers’  Discoveries. 

On  reaching  the  outskirts  of  Versailles,  Tal¬ 
leyrand  gave  some  secrets  orders  to  the  captain 
of  the  guards,  and  the  soldiers  dispersed  as  if 
to  guard  all  the  approaches  to  the  palace.  The 
queen  and  the  intriguers  then  rode  slowly  on 
together,  the  lady  saying: 

“Is  it  time  to  disclose  your  great  discoveries, 
my  baffled  friends?” 

“It  is,  lady,”  answered  Talleyrand.  “But  I 
request  Fouche  to  speak  first.” 

“Oh,  you  must  speak  freely,  gentlemen,  as  I 
want  to  know  all  about  your  great  discoveries 
before  we  reach  the  palace.  If  my  page  is 
guilty,  he  will  die.  But  here  we  are  at  the  palace. 
Come  with  me  to  my  private  reception-room.” 
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Without  making  the  least  delay  the  queen  ied 
the  way  to  her  private  reception  room  by  a  secret 
stairway,  when  she  retired  to  an  anteroom  to 
ti  ng  a  loose  gown  over  her  male  costume,  and  to 
remove  all  traces  of  disguise  on  her  fair  coun¬ 
tenance.  On  returning  to  the  visitors  the  queen 
rang  a  bell,  and  the  officer  of  the  night  soon  ap¬ 
peared  at  the  door. 

“Send  my  new  page  called  Louis  Casnier  here 
at  once,”  ordered  the  lady.  “Where  is  the  king 

at  present?” 

“His  majesty  is  up  in  his  workshop,”  answered 
the  officer,  as  he  withdrew. 

“Always  in  his  horrid  workshop!”  groaned 
the  queen,  “when  the  throne  of  France  is  totter¬ 
ing  under  us.  You  don’t  believe  it,  monsieurs,  but 
you  will  see  for  yourselves  when  you  see  the 
page.” 

“It  is  impossible,  beloved  lady,”  replied  Tal¬ 
leyrand,  “that  we  can  be  mistaken.” 

“I  will  never  believe  my  senses  again  if  the 
appears,*”  responded  Fouche. 

The  main  door  opened,  and  Little  Wolf  ap¬ 
peared  in  his  full  court  costume,  while  he  rubbed 
his  eyes  as  he  made  his  salutation. 

“Well,  Louis,”  commenced  the  queen,  “did  you 
TisTt  your  father  to-night?” 

“I  did,  noble  lady,  but  I  grieve  to  say  that  I 
did  not  find  him  at  home.  Oh,  those  perfidious 
Tigers,  to  bear  away  my  good  old  father!” 

“When  did  the  wretches  bear  him  away,  boy?” 

“An  hour  before  I  arrived,  as  the  new  stable 
boy  informed  me.  They  swore  that  he  was  Count 
Talleyrand’s  spy,  and  they  would  put  him  to 
death  on  the  mountain.” 

“That  is  unfortunate,  child,  but  I  promise  that 
he  will  be  soon  be  released.  Retire  to  rest,  and 
I  will  see  about  your  father  in  the  morning.” 

The  boy  was  still  wiping  his  eyes  as  he  re¬ 
tired;  and  the  two  intriguers  stared  at  him  in 
amazement,  Fouche  muttering: 

“He  is  an  imp  of  darkness!” 

“Follow  me,  gentlemen,”  Said  the  queen,  as 
she  left  the  apartment,  “and  I  will  show  you  how 
the  King  of  France  amuses  himself  when  you 
accuse  him  of  playing  the  fool  in  Paris.” 

The  queen  held  a  small  lamp  in  her  hand  as 
she  led  the  way  up  a  private  winding  stairs. 

“We-must  be  bewitched,  count,  if  the  king  is 
nn  his  workshop,”  whispered  Fouche. 

The  queen  stopped  before  a  small  door  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs,  and  knocked  on  it  three  times. 

“Come  in,”  cried  a  peevish  voice  inside.  “Dear 
heart,  why  will  you  interrupt  me  in  my  great 
experiments.  Ha,  wise  Talleyrand,  what  great 
secret  are  you  weighed  down  with  now?’  ’ 

“He  comes  to  tell  you  that  you  are  in  league 
with  the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains,  King 
Louis,”  cried  a  croaking  voice  from  outside  a 
*mall  window  in  the  workshop. 

They  all  turned  their  eyes  on  the  window,  and 
the  queen  gasped  forth: 

“Gracious  Heavens!  it  is  one  of  the  Tigers 
in  our  own  palace!” 

“And  the  wretch  die- !’  cried  Talleyrand,  as 

he  drew  a  pistol  and  fired  at  the  hideous*face 

outzide  the  window* 


CHAPTER  VIII— Even  in  the  Palace. 

The  room  in  which  the  eccentric  king  worked 
away  at  his  useless  inventions  was  in  a  remote 
wing  of  the  palace,  and  on  the  highest  point  of 
the  extensive  buildings.  The  king  was  then 
engaged  in  constructing  a  wonderful  lock,  to  be 
used  in  the  prisons  of  the  country.  He  was  a 
careless,  weak-minded  creature,  and  he  could  not 
see  the  powerful  popular  storm  that  had  then 
gathered  around;  while  it  seemed  the  very  height 
of  absurdity  to  even  suggest  that  he  could  be 
identified  with  the  daring  band  known  as  the 
Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains.  But  Talleyrand 
was  a  deep  student  of  human  nature;  and  being 
deceitful,  and  capable  of  playing  many  parts  him¬ 
self,  he  could  conceive  that  the  silent  king  was 
then  engaged  in  a  desperate  game  of  double 
dealing  and  mystery. 

A  similar  theory  was  presented  to  Fouche’s 
plotting  mind  when  he  believed  that  he  had  rec¬ 
ognized  the  monarch  in  the  old  arsenal.  The 
presence  of  the  king  in  the  workshop,  and  his 
indignant  look  of  surprise  on  hearing  the  words 
of  the  queen,  convinced  the  keen-witted  men  of 
their  hallucination,  and  Talleyrand  did  not  hesi¬ 
tate  in  dealing  promptly  with  the  being  at  the 
window.  Fouche  also  drew  a  pistol,  but  he  did 
not  fire  until  he  sprang  to  the  window  and  flung 
it  open,  crying: 

“There  goes  the  wretch  alo'ng  the  ledge!  I’ll 
send  a  ball  through  him.” 

The  pistol  went  off,  a  wild  howl  was  heard 
from  the  ledge,  and  the  king  yelled  out  in  rage 
and  alarm: 

“Idiots!  hounds!  you  have  slain  Draco! 
Draco,  Draco,  come  in  here.” 

A  large  ape  appeared  outside  at  the  calls  from 
the  king,  and  the  creature  was  arrayed  after 
the  manner  of  the  Tigers  of  the  Mountains,  but 
with  the  face  and  hood  covering  thrown  back. 
The  ape  chattered  angrily  as  he  glared  at  the 
two  strangers  and  held  up  a  bleeding  paw.  The 
king  drew  the  creature  inside  and  hastened  to 
examine  the  wound,  while  Talleyrand  drew  the 
queen  aside  and  whispered: 

“The  wound  is  very  slight!”  cried  the  king, 
“but  who  dressed  you  in  this  manner,  Draco?” 

The  ape  only  chattered  in  reply  as  the  king 
tenderly  dressed  the  wound. 

“Go  in  there  and  rest,”  he  contiued,  pointing 
to  the  bedroom.  “Now,  Count  Talleyrand,  ex¬ 
plain  the  cause  of  this  intrusion.” 

The  count  did  explain,  but  not  in  very  clear 
terms,  yet  the  king,  with  some  additions  from 
his  clever  wife,  could  understand  the  insinuations 
directed  against  himself. 

“And  so  you  imagine,”  he  said,  with  an  ugly 
scowl,  “that  I  was  in  a  suspected  den  in  Paris 
to-night,  Count  Talleyrand,  and  that  I  am  in 
league  with  the  traitors  who  style  themselves 
the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains?” 

“I  could  not  imagine  that  you  were  in  league 
with  the  miscreants,  sire,  but  I  confess  that  I 
was  positive  as  to  your  identity  in  the  old  ar¬ 
senal.” 

“Indeed!  What  do  you  think  now?” 

“I  was  mistaken.  Who  can  the  wretch  be  who 
resembles  you  so  much  in  face  and  voice?” 
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“It  must  be  another  version  of  the  Man  with 
the  Iron  Mask,”  answered  the  king,  with  a 
sneer. 

And  the  king  turned  his  bafek  on  his  visitors 
and  rested  himself  at  the  bench,  muttering 

“Why  must  those  perfidious  miscreants  disturb 
me  even  here  in  the  palace!  Count,  crush  them 
and  I# will  grant  any  boon  possible.” 

“I  will  crush  them,  sire;  but  I  must  have 
power  and  aid  to  seek  them  even  here  in  the 
palace.” 

“I  grant  you  that  power,  and  only  leave  me  in 
peace  hereafter.” 

“Then  I  swear,  sir,  to  crush  the  Seven  Tigers 
of  the  Mountains  and  the  traitors  in  this  palace 
who  are  aiding  them,  as  the  dressing  up  of  that 
ape  in  their  costume  shows  that  they  have  their 
spies  even  in  the  royal  dwelling.” 

“That  is  true,  Talleyrand,”  cried  a  voice  from 
the  window,  “as  all  the  Seven  Tigers  are  in  the 
palace  at  present.” 

The  king  sprang  form  the  bench,  and  the  other 
men  darted  to  the  window  again,  with  pistols 
ready.  On  looking  out,  however,  they  could  not 
perceive  a  human  being  on  the  ledge,  or  on  the 
slanting  roof  of  the  wing  below.  Draco  had  re¬ 
tired  to  the  bedroom,  but  he  now  appeared  in  the 
workshop  again,  as  if  aroused  by  the  loud  voices. 
The  king  looked  at  the  queen  and  at  the  two  men, 
when  he  pointed  to  the  window,  and  cried  to  the 
ape: 

“Out  there,  Draco,  and  find  the  wretch  who  is 
imposing  on  us!” 

The  ape  obeyed  after  the  manner  of  an  intel¬ 
ligent  dog,  chattering  furiously  as  he  sprang  out 
of  the  window.  Talleyrand  looked  out  to  see  the 
creature  gliding  along  the  ledge,  and  to  disappear 
to  the  roof  below  at  an  angle  of  the  wing.  Fouche 
looked  out  of  the  window  along  the  road  leading 
to  Paris,  while  he  said'to  himself: 

“It  is  time  our  friends  appeared.  Yes — yes, 
I  can  hear  them  now.” 

Then  into  the  courtyard  below  dashed  several 
riders,  one  of  them  crying  aloud: 

“To  arms,  to  arms,  friends  of  the  throne,  as 
the  bandits  of  Paris  come  to  sack  the  palace!” 

Then  into  the  room  darted  the  apish  figure, 
with  the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains  gliding 
noiselessly  after  him.  Each  of  the  grotesque 
figures  held  a  sword  and  pistol,  which  they 
presented  at  Talleyrand  and  Fouche. 

“Not  a  loud  word,  vile  plotters,”  cried  the 
leader  in  husky  tones,  “or  you  die  now.  King 
Louis  is  come  to  protect  you  from  traitors  and 
sly  knaves.  Fair  queen,  we  are  your  sworn 
friends,  and  the  deadly  enemies  of  all  who  con¬ 
spire  to  crush  the  people.” 

The  last  of  the  Tigers  closed  the  door  after 
him,  and  they  all  surrounded  the  astonished 
group,  with  the  ape  near  the  king.  The  king  to 
all  appearance  was  most  astounded  of  all.  A 
loud  knock  was  then  heard  on  the  door,  and  the 
officer  of  the  night  cried  out: 

“Sire,  sire,  the  rabble  are  on  the  march  to  at¬ 
tack  the  palace!” 

The  cries  of  the  mob  could  then  be  heard  along 
the  road. 

“Fouche,”  said  the  mysterious  leader,  “you 
summoned  your  rascals  here  to  sack  the  palace. 
Out  with  you  now  to  disperse  them  or  you  die.” 


With  a  very  quick  movement  Fouche  dashed 
aside  the  Tiger  standing  between  him  and  the 
window,  and  sprang  out  through  the  opening  on 
the  ledge. 

“Masked  bandits!”  he  yelled  aloud,  “you  are 
in  a  trap  now.  Guards,  soldiers,  up  to  the  king’s 
workshop  in  force,  as  he  is  in  the  power  of  the 
infamous  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains.  To 
the  rescue  of  the  queen!” 

And  the  desperate  man  sprang  on  the  roof 
below.  The  Tigers  did  not  attempt  to  follow 
Fouche.  The  Tigers  kept  their  position  around 
the  royal  pair,  and  Talleyrand,  as  if  not  in  the 
least  alarmed  by  the  danger  threatening  them. 

“Mysterious  being',”  said  the  excited  queen, 
addressing  the  leader,  “if  you  are  our  friends, 
how  do  you  propose  to  save  us  from  these  fiends 
along  the  highway?” 

“Fouche  will  send,  them  back,  madame,  and 
his  friend  here,  Count  Talleyrand,  will  go  to 
keep  the  guards  from  assailing  us  in  here.  So 
order  him,  King  Louis.” 

The  leader  whispered  to  the  king  again,  ard- 
the  latter  turned  to  the  master  intriguer. 

“Talleyrand,”  he  said,  in  stern  tones,  “if  you 
have  influence  with  Fouche,  order  him  to  send 
back  the  bandits  who  would  assail  the  palace. 
Keep  the  palace  guards  from  coming  here  alsoT^ 

The  count  bowed  and  moved  to  the  door,  but 
he  scowled  at  the  leader  of  the  Tigers  as  he  re¬ 
joined  to  the  king: 

“I  obey  you,  sire,  but  I  will  assail  those  rascals 
to  the  death  hereafter.” 

The  king  pulled  a  string  at  the  bench  and  the 
dcor  flew  open  and  closed  again  after  Talleyrand. 

Fouche  was  in  the  narrow  passage  outside  the 
workshop  when  Talleyrand  appeared  and  whis¬ 
pered  : 

“Send  back  your  friend,  Fouche,  and  I  swear  to 
aid  you  to  the  end  in  the  cry  of  Death  to  the 
Tigers.” 

“The  king  must  give  the  same  pledge.” 

“Then  let  us  appeal  to  the  queen  ere  it  is  too 
late.” 

The  door  of  the  workshop  was  flung  open  and 
the  king  and  queen  appeared  before  them. 

“Where  are  those  infamous  bandits,  sire?”  de¬ 
manded  Fouche. 

“They  vanished  out  there,”  as  the  king  pointed 
to  the  window,  “and  Draco  with  them.” 

“Save  us,  Fouche,”  pleaded  the  queen.  « 

“I  will  on  onle  condition.” 

“Name  it.” 

“You  and  the  king  mst  cry  ‘Death  to  the  Seven 
Tigers,’  no  matter  whom  they  be.” 

the  king  and  queen  both  complied  with  the  re¬ 
quest. 

Then  Fouche  darted  out  of  the  door  determined 
the  Seven  Tigers  would  not  escape  that  night. 
Daylight  approached  before  all  was  quiet  in  the 
palace  again.  In  the  meantime  Fouche  and  Tal¬ 
leyrand  organized  a  select  body  of  men  to  hunt 
down  the  Seven  Tigers. 

The  next  day  it  was  learned  that  both  the  king 
and  queen  had  been  captured  by  the  Seven  Tigers 
and  taken  with  them  to  their  retreat.  Also  that 
the  crown  jewels  had  been  stolen  by  the  pretended 
ape. 
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CHAPTER  IX. — To  the  King’s  Rescue. 

Fouche  was  the  greatest  chief  of  police  in  the 
world  during  the  reign  of  the  great  Napoleon, 
and  he  displayed  rare  detective  ability  that 
*  night  in  the  management  of  the  force  under  him. 
Having  crossed  the  stream  with  his  men  to  gain 
the  path  leading  up  to  the  cave,  the  wily  in¬ 
triguer  felt  certain  that  the  Seven  Tigers  and 
the  queen  were  still  before  him,  and  that  they 
would  be  caught  in  a  trap.  On  drawing  near  the 
point,  Fouche  met  one  of  his  spies,  who  in¬ 
formed  him  that  the  Seven  Tigers  had  not  passed 
up  that  way.  And  the  spy  then  went  on  to  tell 
of  the  capture  of  the  king. 

“There  was  a  rider  with  him,”  the  man  added, 
“but  he  dashed  down  again  before  we  could  seize 
him.” 

“Are  you  certain  it  is  the  king?”  inquired 
Fouche. 

_ “Come  and  see  for  yourself,  as  he  is  in  the 

^  cave,  but  he  will  not  utter  a  word.” 

Fouche  then  went  to  the  cave,  got  the  king, 
who  was  alone,  and  was  riding  back  to  his  men, 
when  the  Seven  Tigers  suddenly  appeared,  re¬ 
captured  the  king,  and  sped  down  the  stream, 
»  '  pursued  by  Fouche  and  his  men.  Leaving  the 
stream,  the  Seven  Tigers  entered  a  dark  grove 
close  to  the  old  chateau. 

The  king  still  appeared  to  be  dazed,  when  they 
drew  up  in  a  grove  near  the  old  ruin,  when  he 
was  called  to  his  senses  by  a  familiar  voice 
speaking  from  under  the  uncouth  disguise,  and 
saying: 

“Do  not  be  alarmed,  dear  Louis,  but  I  am  one 
of  the  Seven  Tigers  now.” 

“Mercy,  and  can  it  be  possible,  wife,  that  you 
«  are  here?” 

“Yes,  sire.  I  was.  captured  by  the  brave 
Tigers.  The  children  were  sent  back  to  the  pal¬ 
ace;  and  I  fear  that  the  crown  jewels  are  lost.” 

*  One  of  the  Tigers  had  been  sent  to  spy  on 
those  in  the  chateau,  and  he  now  appeared  to 
answer. 

“Count  Talleyrand  is  still  in  the  cellar  with 
about  ten  of  the  rascals. 

“Did  you  not  see  our  brothers  and  Little 
Wolf?” 

“No  chief.” 

Talleyrand  and  the  others  were  still  awaiting 
[ — *  the"  return  of  Fouche  and  his  men  to  the  cellar, 
I .  and  two  sentinels  were  posted  in  the  hallway 
above.  The  master  intriguer  was  thinking  of 
,  the  crown  diamonds  borne  away  by  the  pretended 
ape,  and  he  reasoned  that  the  king  must  be  con¬ 
cealed  in  the  old  ruin,  which  belonged  to  the 
«  royal  family.  Those  who  had  followed  the  two 
Tigers  had  not  seen  the  apish  figure  outside,  and 
they  had  so  reported  on  their  return  to  the 
warm  cellar. 

It  was  then  noticed  that  one  of  the  wounded 
men  had  disappeared  during  the  confusion  caused 
by  the  attack  of  the  two  Tigers  in  the  smoke. 
,  The  man  thus  disappearing  was  a  brave  rascal, 
who  wa-  well  known  in  Paris  as  one  always 
ready  for  desperate  enterprises  if  paid  well,  and 
th*  wound  he  had  received  that  night  was  seri¬ 
ous.  Talleyrand  knew  the  fellow  well,  and  he 
felt  that  he  must  have  had  some  deep  incentive 


in  leaving  the  cellar  on  the  sly  while  suffering 
from  such  a  serious  wound.  After  due  reflection 
the  wily  statesman  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
the  missing  man,  who  was  known  as  Damian, 
had  secured  the  jewels  from  the  ape,  and  that  ho 
was  off  to  Paris  with  his  great  prize.  While 
thus  pondering,  Talleyrand  heard  a  slight  com¬ 
motion  in  the  hall  above,  and  he  said  to  himself: 

“Fouche  is  back.  I  will  not  tell  him  about  the 
diamonds,  but  I  will  after  Damian  and  force 
him  to  disgorge  them.” 

He  was  in  the  act  of  rising  from  the  bench 
when  down  to  the  cellar  rushed  some  of  the  fear¬ 
less  Tigers,  their  chief  crying: 

“Strike  another  blow  for  the  king  and  queen  I 
Death  to  all  plotting  traitors!” 

Two  of  the  Tigers  darted  to  the  fireplace,  and 
kicked  the  burning  logs  out  on  the  floor,  and  the 
leader  thrust  his  hand  in  behind  the  slab.  While 
the  others  were  striking  at  those  who  resisted, 
and  while  the  smoke  was  filling  the  apartment 
again,  Blanche  put  her  head  in  at  the  window, 
saying: 

“Retreat,  retreat,  brave  Tigers,  as  Fouche  and 
his  men  are  on  us.” 

Leaving  the  daring  Tigers  to  meet  the  new 
danger  threatened,  we  must  hasten  to  see  what 
befell  Little  Wolf  and  the  precious  crown  dia¬ 
monds.  Yes,  it  was  the  wounded  desperado  called 
Damian  who  had  secured  the  precious  gems.  He 
saw  Murat  give  the  ape  the  casket,  and  he  stole 
out  the  window  after  him,  knocked  him  senseless, 
secured  the  casket,  stole  Talleyrand’s  horse  from 
the  stable,  and  was  off  toward  Paris.  But  while 
he  was  doing  this  Murat  and  Ney  had  found 
Little  Wolf,  and  had  fixed  him  up.  Just  as  they 
were  mounting  their  horses  they  saw  Damian 
dash  out  of  the  stable,  and  they  gave  immediate 
pursuit,  Little  Wolf  having  recognized  him  as 
the  man  who  had  hit  him  and  secured  the  casket. 

The  chase  led  for  many  miles,  and  Little  Wolf" 
had  managed  to  gradually  creep  up  until  he 
-was  right  behind  Damian  when  the  latter  sud¬ 
denly  turned  in  the  saddle  and  stabbed  Little 
Wolf  with  a  knife.  Little  Wolf  fell  from  the 
horse,  calling  to  Murat  and  Ney  as  they  dashed 
past:  “Never  mind  me,  but  after  the  hound!” 

Shortly  they  failed  to  hear  Danmian’s  horse 
ahead  of  them.  Fearing  an  ambush,  Ney  told 
Murat  to  stay  by  the  horses  while  he  scouted 
ahead.  He  did  so,  and  while  he  was  away 
Damian,  who  was  in  ambush,  stole  up  to  Murat 
and  struck  him  down.  Murat  uttered  a  cry 
which  Ney  heard,  and  coming  back  heard  Da¬ 
mian  escaping  on  horseback  again.  Murat,  who 
was  only  slightly  wounded,  made  Ney  mount 
and  pursue  Damian.  He  did  so,  and  came  upon 
Damian’s  horse  standing  by  a  stable  near  a 
tavern.  Ney  crept  toward  the  stable,  sword  in 
his  mouth,  and  entered  a  window  which  was 
open,  dropped  upon  a  pile  of  straw,  only  to  re¬ 
ceive  a  stunning  blow  upon  the  head  from  some¬ 
thing  in  the  hands  of  Damian,  who  lay  in  con¬ 
cealment.  • 


CHAPTER  X. — The  Tigers  at  Bay. 

The  queen  stood  alone  in  the  grove  as  Fouche 
and  his  men  rode  down  the  path  to  the  old 
chateau,  and  she  was  clothed  in  the  garments 
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with  which  she  had  started  out  from  the  palace 
that  night  to  escape  to  the  frontier.  Blanche 
had  remained  behind  with  the  queen  while  the 
Tigers  and  the  king  struck  another  blow  in  the 
hope  of  recovering  the  lost  diamonds.  Blanche 
and  the  queen  were  warned  to  watch  for  the 
approach  of  Fouche,  and  then  soon  heard  the 
riders  galloping  down  the  hill.  The  girl  then 
ran  to  warn  the  Tigers,  and  the  queen  was  left 
alone  in  the  grove,  where  she  could  hear  the 
tumult  in  the  cellar  as  her  friends  assailed 
Talleyrand  and  those  with  him.  Fouche  heard 
the  tumult  also,  and  he  hastened  down  with 
his  men  to  search  the  courtyard  a  little  after 
Blanche  gave  the  warning.  Then  out  to  the 
leader  staggered  a  wounded  man,  crying: 

“The  Tigers  are  in  the  cellar,  Captain  Fouche, 
and  hasten  to  try  the  dogs!” 

“To  arms  and  dismount!”  yelled  Fouche,  as  he 
sprang  from  his  horse,  “and  guard  the  door  I 
We  have  trapped  the  bandits  at  last!” 

Then  a  fierce  tumult  arose  in  the  chateau. 
Blanche  made  the  queen  get  on  her  horse,  and 
she  also  mounted.  Suddenly  out  dashed  the 
Tigers,  having  cut  their  way  through  their  foes. 

“To  horse,  to  horse!”  cried  the  leader,  as  he 
sprang  on  his  own  steed,  “and  away  with  us 
to  Paris.  Ride  on,  ladies.” 

“To  horse!”  yelled  Fouche,  as  he  made  a  dash 
for  the  stable. 

“Where’s  my  hunter?”  cried  Talleyrand,  as  he 
ran  after  his  fellow  intriguer  and  stared  at  the 
empty  stall.  No  one  could  answer  the  question; 
and  the  great  intriguer  was  forced  to  ride  an¬ 
other  horse  that  night.  The  queen  and  her 
friends  rode  up  toward  the  mountain,  when  they 
skirted  the  edge  of  the  wood  until  they  struck  on 
an  old  road  leading  to  the  great  city.  Talley¬ 
rand  and  Fouche  were  soon  in  hot  pursuit  with 
all  the  riders  they  could  muster,  the  former 
saying: 

“They  will  not  return  to  the  palace  to-night.” 

“No,  count.  They  will  make  for  some  rendez¬ 
vous  of  those  bandits  in  Paris.  Then  they  will 
seek  to  rescue  the  brats  and  make  off  to  the 
seacoast.” 

“Fouche,  the  king  and  queen  must  never  leave 
France.” 

“They  will  not.  The  leaders  of  the  people  will 
have  spies  at  every  point  to-morrow,  and  they 
will  be  seized  wherever  they  fly.” 

“You  know  that  fellow  called  Damian?” 

“Right  well,  count.  What  of  him?” 

“I  believe  he  is  a  secret  spy  of  the  Tigers. 
Have  him  arrested  and  brought  to  me  wherever 
found  by  your  friends.  I  am  certain  that  he  it 
was  who  stole  my  horse.” 

Talleyrand  did  not  say  a  word  about  the  crown 
diamonds,  as  he  was  still  resolved  on  appropria¬ 
ting  the  rare  gems  to  his  own  treasure.  It  was 
close  on  daylight  when  the  weary  queen  and 
her  friends  reached  a  small  village  below  Paris, 
and  their  pursuers  were  then  over  a  mile  be¬ 
hind.  Still  Fouche  tracked  the  fugitives  to  the 
bank  of  the  Seine,  but  he  could  not  see  a  large 
boat  putting  up  the  river  toward  the  island  in 
front  of  the  old  arsenal.  The  queen  and  her 
friends  reached  that  island  in  safety,  and  some  of 
them  crossed  over  to  the  old  building  before  the 
day  dawned.  Among  those  who  sought  refuge 


in  the  arsenal  were  the  king  and  queen,  together 
■with  Blanche  and  the  chief  of  the  Tigers. 

“You  will  rest  here,  lady,”  said  the  mysterious  * 
man,  “and  I  will  away  to  search  for  your  friends 
and  the  diamonds.”- 

“I  fear  they  are  lost  with  our  throne,”  sighed 
the  fair  woman.  * 

“The  throne  may  be  lost,  but  I  swear  to  you 
that  the  diamonds  will  be  recovered.” 


CHAPTER  XI.— After  the  Sly  Robber. 

Another  day  and  night  of  fearful  excitement 
and  terror  in  Paris,  and  long  hours  of  suspense 
and  agony  in  the  palace  at  Versailles.  Acting 
under  the  advice  of  the  mysterious  leader  of  the 
Tigers,  the  king  and  queen  returned  secretly  to 
the  palace  in  the  evening;  yet  they  were  re¬ 
solved  on  another  flight  at  an  early  day.  Blanche 
Dupont  returned  to  the  palace  with  the  queen, 
but  the  adventurous  girl  stole  out  in  disguise'L' 
early  in  the  evening,  and  after  an  interview 
with  her  fair  mistress.  Blanche  at  once  faced 
toward  the  old  tavern  beyond  the  forest,  while 
she  said  to  herself: 

“If  brave  little  Louis  is  alive  I  will  hear  about  ^ 
him  there,  as  I  know  his  father  is  there  now.” 

Blanche  was  rigged  out  as  a  rough  stable 
boy,  and  her  pretty  face  was  so  disfigured  that 
her  warmest  admirer  scarcely  recognized  her. 
She  had  caused  inquiries  to  be  made  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  during  the  day,  and  it  came  to  her  ear  that 
a  suspicious-looking  traveler  with  a  battered 
head  had  sought  refreshments  at  one  of  the  tav¬ 
erns.  From  the  description  given  of  the  man, 
Blanche  felt  certain  that  Damian  must  be  the 
person.  She  was  acquainted  with  the  rascal 
since  her  childhood,  as  they  resided  near  each 
other  in  Paris;  and  he  often  attempted  to  make 
love  to  her  in  later  days.  The  girl  had  also 
recognized  the  daring  robber’s  voice  at  the  tavern 
on  the  night  before  and  something  whispered  "" 
to  her  that  he  was  implicated  in  the  disappear-, 
ance  of  the  diamonds.  Blanche  did  not  ride  up 
to  the  tavern  door,  as  she  led  the  horse  to  the 
back  of  the  stable.  She  then  quietly  entered 
the  kitchen,  when  a  few  words  to  the  old  woman 
working  there  brought  the  old  tavern-keeper  out 
into  the  back  hallway.  After  making  herself 
known  to  the  old  man,  she  eagerly  inquired : _ 

“What  about  Louis?” 

The  old  man  answered  by  drawing  the  girl  • 
up  the  stairs,  and  then  into  a  small  bedroom, 
where  he  pointed  to  the  boy  sleeping  the  sleep  of 
the  weary.  At  the  foot  of  the  bed  lay  the  real 
ape,  as  if  to  keep  guard  over  his  little  friend. 

“You  must  not  disturb  him,”  said  the  old  man, 
“as  he  has  bled  freely,  and  he  was  very  weary. 

I  feared  be  would  die  when  Draco  found"  him  out 
there  in  the  forest,  but  he  will  be  able  to  servo 
the  queen  very  soon.” 

“I  am  able  to  serve  her  now,”  saiS  Little  Wolf, 
as  he  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  at  Blanche. 

The  boy  then  gave  an  account  of  his  adventures 
to  the  moment  when  he  was  stabbed  by  Damian. 
Blanche  and  the  old  fellow  retired  downstairs, 
and  they  were  scarcely  in  the  large  bar-room 
when  an  old  soldier  entered  from  the  front,  to 
seat  himself  at  one  of  the  tables. 
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“Food  and  wine  for  an  old  veteran,  monsieur,” 
ordered  the  old  fellow,  in  cracked  tones. 

That  pretended  old  soldier  was  Damian  him¬ 
self,  and  the  precious  crown  diamonds  were  then 
stowed  away  in  his  ragged  regimentals.  He  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  fly  to  England  with  the 
diamonds,  and  he  sold  Talleyrand’s  horse  at  a 
very  low  figure  to  purchase  an  old  nag  and  a 
suitable  rig  for  traveling  in  safety.  The  cun¬ 
ning  fellow  was  so  thoroughly  disguised,  and  he 
played  his  assumed  part  so  well  that  even  the 
keen-sighted  girl  failed  to  recognize  him.  Yet 
he  did  not  detect  her,  either.  The  real  ape  soon 
ran  into  the  room,  and  Damian  started  as  if 
alarmed  at  the  appearance  of  the  creature, 
while  he  said  to  himself: 

“Can  it  be  possible  that  the  little  fiend  lives 
after  that  thrust  I  gave  him?  No;  it  must  be 
the  real  ape  this  time.” 

Then  in  from  a  back  room  walked  a  tall  man 
with  a  full,  black  beard,  and  the  disguised  girl 
started  on  seeing  the  stranger,  but  she  soon 
controlled  her  emotions  on  receiving  a  secret 
sign  from  the  newcomer.  That  stranger  was 
Murat,  and  Damian  only  recognized  him  as  one 
of  the  travelers  seated  in  the  tavern  on  the 
previous  night,  as  it  was  too  dark  in  the  wood 
to  note  the  face  of  the  man  he  had  stabbed  in 
the  back.  The  girl  could  see  that  her  admirer’s 
face  was  very  pale,  and  that  his  fiery  eyes  were 
not  as  bright  as  usual,  while  his  voice  trembled 
a  little.  The  old  landlord  was  conversing  with 
the  disguised  robber  as  Blanche  left  the  room  to 
hasten  to  the  kitchen  for  Murat’s  supper,  and 
she  had  just  gained  the  hallway,  when  she  met 
Little  Wolf,  who  drew  her  aside  and  whispered: 

“He  is  here.  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  he  would 
live  to  secure  the  diamonds,  and  to  be  a  great 
man  hereafter?” 

“Is  Ney  here,  then?” 

“He  is,  and  he  has  great  news.  The  king  and 
queen  will  be  here  again  to-night.  Our  chief 
has  discovered  a  plot  to  seize  them  all  in  the 
morning,  and  to  drag  them  to  prison  and  to  death 
in  Paris.  They  fly  to  the  coast  to-night,  and  they 
will  soon  be  here,  escorted  by  the  Seven  Tigers 
of  the  Mountains.” 

“You  amaze  me,  Louis.” 

“I  will  amaze  you  more  still.  Brave  Ney  is  on 
the  track  of  the  wretch  who  stole  the  diamonds. 
He  is  in  there  now.” 

-^Tjo'you  allude  to  the  old  soldier?” 

“I  do*.  The  old  soldier  is  Damian,  and  he  has 
the  diamonds  with  him  now.  Perdition  take  the 
ravens  if  they  do  not  flock  here  again.” 

-  Loud  voices  and  the  tramping  of  weary  horses 
could  then  be  heard  outside  the  tavern;  and 
Michael  Ney  appeared  in  the  hallway  in  a  fresh 
disguise.  Drawing  his  friends  back  to  the  door 
of  the  cellar,  the  hardy  youth  whispered : 

“Our  guests  are  below,  and  our  enemies  hurry 
outside.  They  have  a  strong  force  posted  on 
the  hill  also.  Is  the  old  soldier  in  there  yet?” 

“He  is,”  answered  Blanche.  “Oh,  mercy,  must 
the  wretches  seize  the  dear  queen  again?” 

“They  must  not.  Send  Murat  out  here,  and 
»ee  that  the  old  soldier  does  not  slip  away  with¬ 
out  warning  me.” 

Blanche  hastened  into  the  bar-room  while  the 
arme  .  men  outside  were  surrounding  the  place; 


and  Murat  slipped  out  to  the  hallway  just  as 
Fouche  entered  by  the  front  door.  Talleyrand 
was  then  posted  up  on  the  hill  with  over  fifty 
well-armed  riders.  Blanche  (remained  in  the 
bar-room  to  watch  Damian,  who  did  not  appear 
to  be  in  the  least  alarmed  at  the  appearance  of 
his  former  companions,  although  the  rascal  knew 
that  Fouche  was  one  of  the  sharpest  men  in 
Paris.  The  old  tavern  keeper  kept  at  his  post 
without  evincing  any  fear,  though  he  soon  felt 
the  keen  eyes  of  the  detective  upon  him.  Those 
eyes  were  soon  thrust  on  the  pretended  old  sol- 
died  also.  The  real  ape  had  disappeared  before 
Fouche  entered.  Damian  kept  eating  away  like 
an  old  campaigner,  even  when  the  armed  men 
flocked  into  the  tavern,  and  he  scarcely  looked  up 
to  notice  them. 

“Where  have  you  been?”  the  great  detective 
demanded  of  the  old  landlord  with  an  air  of 
one  in  authority. 

“If  you  please,  monsieur,  I  have  been  a  pris¬ 
oner  up  on  the  mountain,”  was  the  meek  re¬ 
sponse.  “I  escaped  last  night.” 

“Where  is  your  son?” 

“He  is  at  the  palace,  monsieur;  or  he  was 
there  when  I  last  heard  from  him.” 

Fouche  then  advanced  on  the  old  soldier,  say¬ 
ing: 

“It  is  late  for  you  to  be  out  from  camp, 
friend.” 

“I  am  discharged  from  service,  and  I  am  re¬ 
turning  to  my  old  home,  monsieur,”  was  the  ras¬ 
cal’s  response. 

“I  am  an  officer  of  the  national  guard,  and  I 
desire  to  see  your  passport  and  papers.” 

Damian  was  prepared  for  ail  such  emergencies, 
and  he  drew  forth  the  papers  he  had  purchased 
from  a  discharged  old  soldier  near  the  barricades 
that  day.  Fouche  examined  the  documents  care¬ 
fully,  and  then  passed  them  back.  While  Fouche 
was  questioning  the  pretended  old  soldier,  his 
followers  were  searching  the  house  from  cellar 
to  roof.  The  hunted  queen  was  then  concealed 
in  a  secret  vault  under  the  cellar,  and  she  would 
not  have  stopped  at  the  tavern  were  it  not  for 
the  lost  diamonds.  Ney  got  on  the  track  of  the 
robber  late  in  the  afternoon;  and  the  queen  only 
heard  from  her  young  champion  as  she  was  set¬ 
ting  out  from  the  palace  in  the  second  attempt 
at  flying  from  her  enemies.  A  loud  shout  was 
heard  on  the  hill  soon  after,  followed  by  several 
pistol  shots,  and  one  of  Fouche’s  men  rushed  in¬ 
to  the  tavern,  crying: 

“Captain,  captain,  the  Seven  Tigers  are  out 
on  the  hill!” 

Fouche  ran  up  out  of  the  cellar  at  the  first 
alarm,  and  he  cried: 

“To  horse  with  you  all  and  guard  the  roads! 
Let  no  one  escape  from  here!” 

Damian  appeared  to  be  asleep  as  Fouche  ran 
out  in  front,  but  he  sprang  up  the  next  instant, 
and  made  a  sudden  rush  for  the  door,  yelling: 

“If  you  are  after  the  perfidious  Seven  Tigers 
of  the  Mountains  I’ll  strike  with  you,  captain.” 

As  the  cunning  rascal  was  passing  out  the 
doorway  a  pistol  shot  came  from  the  hallway, 
and  the  ball  passed  within  an  inch  of  his  ear. 
All  was  confusion  in  the  yard  at  the  moment, 
and  no  one  seemed  to  notice  the  shot.  Damian 
sprang  on  the  back  of  a  horse  and  forced  the 
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animal  i\  among  the  armed  riders,  drawing  his 
sword  as  ne  cried: 

“Decfth  to  the  vile  Tigers  1” 

The  rascal  then  rode  along  the  road  with  some 
of  Fouche’s  men,  and  he  chuckled  merrily  to 
himself  as  he  muttered : 

“I  baffled  the  fools  again.  This  is  a  good 
horse;  and  now  to  skake  them  all  off.” 

Some  of  Fouche’s  armed  horsemen  rode  up 
toward  the  hill,  and  the  others  remained  to  guard 
the  road  on  each  side  of  the  tavern.  The  large 
doors  of  the  stable  were  then  flung  open,  and 
out  galloped  the  Seven  Tigers  in  full  array, 
with  two  riders  in  plain  costumes  in  their  midst. 
Very  few  of  Fouche’s  men  were  in  the  yard 
when  the  daring  riders  dashed  out,  and  there 
were  slain  or  dashed  aside  in  the  headlong  rush. 
Not  a  word  was  uttered  by  the  riders  as  they 
rode  together  to  the  back  of  the  tavern,  and 
then  into  a  broad  field  stretching  away  toward 
the  foot  of  the  mountain.  Fouche  was  along 
the  road  beyond  the  tavern  when  the  Tigers 
rushed  out  of  the  stable,  and  Damian  was  ahead 
of  him.  The  great  police  chief  then  saw  the 
horsemen  dashing  over  the  meadow,  and  he 
yelled : 

“There  they  go!  Pursue  the  bandits!  Close 
in  on  them!” 

The  horsemen  dashed  in  over  the  fence,  as  if 
hoping  to  intercept  the  Tigers  in  the  meadow, 
but  Damian  galloped  along  the  road,  chuckling 
louder  than  before,  and  muttering: 

“The  way  is  clear  to  the  coast  now,  and  I  have 
baffled  the  hounds  again.” 

Up  toward  the  mountain  galloped  the  Seven 
Tigers,  with  the  king  and  queen  riding  along, 
and  on  after  them  rode  Fouche  and  a  strong 
force  of  his  well-mounted  men.  Talleyrand  and 
his  followers  were  then  in  full  pursuit  of  the 
Tigers  also,  the  wily  intriguer  having  discovered 
that  he  had  been  baffled  on  the  hill  by  the  mys¬ 
terious  riders.  Damian  was  still  congratulating 
himself  on  his  escape  with  the  precious  diamonds, 
and  he  did  not  look  back  until  he  was  over  a 
mile  away  from  the  tavern.  And  then  a  fearful 
imprecation  burst  from  the  robber.  A  single 
horseman  was  dashing  along  the  level  road  after 
him,  and  he  spurred  on  the  horse,  growling 
fiercely  as  he  muttered: 

“I’ll  wager  one  of  the  diamonds  here  comes 
the  bandit  to  tracked  me  to  the  tavern  and 
who  fired  the  pistol.  I  could  swear  that  I  slew 
all  of  the  three  idiots  last  night,  yet  I  now  feel 
that  the  pursuer  is  one  of  them.” 

Yes,  one  of  the  pursuers  of  the  night  before 
was  on  the  track  of  the  rascal  again.  Michael 
Ney  was  dashing  along  on  a  splendid  horse,  and 
the  youth  was  chuckling  also  as  he  said  to  him¬ 
self  : 

“There  goes  the  cunning  fox,  but  I  vow  that 
he  will  not  trick  me  again.” 

Mile  after  mile  was  passed  in  that  exciting 
chase,  and  Damian  saw  that  his  pursuer  was 
drawing  closer  and  closer. 

Soon  Michael  Ney  was  even  with  him  and  the 
old  soldier  drew  his  sword  and  struck  at  him. 
Ney  also  drew  his  and  soon  the  two  were  in  dead¬ 
ly  conflict.  Galloping  steeds  were  also  heard  by 
the  old  soldier  behind  Ney. 

Damian,  exasperated,  struck  .  itli  all  his  skill, 


but  Ney  feinted  and  then  made  a  brilliant  pass 
and  struck  Damian  with  the  point  of  his  sword. 
Damian  fell  from  his  horse  to  the  ground. 

Then  up  came  Murat  with  Blanche  and  Little 
Wolf.  They  dismounted  and  flung  the  body  of 
Damian  across  his  horse,  securing  it,  and  then 
mounted  and  dashed  on.  But  Damian  was  not  » 
dead  and  was  concocting  a  plan  in  his  mind  to 
hold  fast  to  the  jewels  for  his  own  benefit. 


CHAPTER  XII.— A  Stroke  of  Fate. 

“We  must  rest  here,  dear  lady,  for  a  few 
hours,  and  then  we  will  on  to  the  coast.  I  fear 
you  are  much  exhausted.” 

Thus  spoke  the  chief  of  the  Tigers,  as  the 
party  drew  up  at  a  small  tavern  over  twenty-five 
miles  from  Versailles. 

“I  fear  our  pursuers  will  soon  be  on  us  again,’* 
said  the  disguised  queen,  as  she  took  a  seat  in  the 
main  public  room  of  the  tavern,  “and  it  was  so 
unfortunate  that  the  wretches  blocked  the  main^, 
road.”  ‘  " 

“The  truth  is,  madam,”  responded  the  chief, 
“that  Fouche  must  have  a  spy  or  two  among 
those  of  your  household  most  trusted.  Do  not 
despair,  however,  as  we  can  get  to  the  coast  in — ^ 
spite  of  all  the  traitors  in  France.” 

“But  my  dear  children?” 

“They  are  now  safe  in  Paris;  and  we  will  take 
them  to  you  when  you  have  found  a  safe  refuge 
in  England  or  in  Germany.” 

The  moody  king  sighed  as  he  gazed  at  the  fire 
on  the  hearth.  The  chief  of  the  Tigers  had  then 
moved  away  to  give  some  orders  to  the  landlord. 

One  of  the  Tigers  soon  ran  into  the  room,  crying: 

“Chief,  four  horsemen  ride  this  way  from 
Paris.” 

“Our  friends,  I’ll  swear.  See,  they  are  pur¬ 
sued,  good  Pyrena.” 

The  chief  moved  to  the  door  as  the  horsemen 
dashed  up  in  front  of  the  tavern,  one  of  them 
crying: 

“Greeting  to  the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Moun¬ 
tains.” 

“Welcome,  brave  young  friend,”  cried  the  chief. 
“Who  have  you  there?” 

“The  boldest  bandit  in  France.  Take  him  in 
with  you,  comrade.” 

The  speaker  was  young  Ney;  and  before  him 
on  the  good  steed  was  Damian.  Murat  hastened 
to  seize  the  helpless  robber  and  to  bear  himTRtO 
the  tavern,  and  the  others  dismounted  and  fol¬ 
lowed.  The  powerful  young  swordsman  advanc¬ 
ed  to  the  queen,  the  he  flung  the  prisoner  on 
the  floor  before  her,  saying: 

“We  caught  the  rascal,  but  it  was  my  dear 
friend  who  laid  him  out.” 

“And  the  diamonds?”  whispered  the  queen,  as 
he  she  looked  for  the  casket. 

Young  Ney  drew  a  handkerchief  from  his 
pocket,  the  ends  of  which  were  so  secured  as  to 
form  a  bag,  and  he  handed  it  to  the  disguised 
queen,  saying: 

“You  will  find  all  the  gems  thete,  madam.” 

“Are  you  certain?” 

“I  am  certain,  madam,”  replied  Blanche,  “as 
I  examined  them.” 

“Then  you  will  keep  them  for  me,  brave  vouth, 
until  we  are  safe  out  of  France.” 
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“1  will  obey  you,”  answered  young  Ney,  as  he 
placed  the  gems  in  his  pocket. 

With  one  eye  half-open  Damian  noted  where 

*  Ney  placed  the  diamonds,  and  he  said  to  him¬ 
self: 

“I  am  not  dead  yet,  and  I  will  make  another 
strike  for  fortune.” 

*  The  chief  of  the  Tigers  was  congratulating 
Ney  on  his  success,  when  another  member  of  tlje 
band  rushed  in  from  the  yard,  paying: 

“Chief,  a  large  force  of  mounted  men  ride 
along  from  Paris.” 

‘  And  there’s  another  band  dashing  along  from 
the  other  direction,”  cried  another,  who  had  been 
posted  along  the  road. 

“Fate  is  striking  at  us,”  muttered  the  king. 
They  could  then  hear  the  clatter  of  many 
hoofs  closing  in  on  the  tavern. 

“Close  the  doors  and  windows!”  cried  the  chief, 
“and  secure  them  well.  “Do  not  despair,  beloved 
lady,  as  we  will  die  to  save  you.” 

All  the  Tigers  were  in  the  tavern,  and  the 
horses  were  feeding  in  the  stable.  The  wounded 
^  rbbber  was  forgotten  during  the  excitement  of 
the  moment,  and  he  had  crawled  to  a  corner  near 
the  back  door,  having  managed  to  work  his 
arms  free  in  the  meantime.  The  robber  kept 
his  gyes  on  young  Ney,  while  he  said  to  himself: 
i  “That  young  fox  despises  me  now,  but  I  will 
soon  convince  him  that  I  am  not  easily  baffled.” 

One  of  the  men  outside  was  then  yelling  aloud 
at  the  door,  and  crying: 

“I  will  speak  with  the  chief  of  the  band  known 
as  the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Mountains.” 

“What  have  you  to  say?”  responded  Alpha,  as 
he  moved  to  the  door,  having  recognized  Fouche’s 
voice. 

“If  you  surrender  the  king  and  queen,  we  will 
show  you  all  mercy.” 

•  “How  do  you  know  they  are  here?” 

“We  have  tracked  you  all  from  the  main  road; 
and  we  also  know  where  the  children  are  now 
concealed  in  Paris.” 

*  “Where  are  they,  then?” 

-“They  are  in  the  cellar  of  the  old  arsenal.” 
The  Seven  Tigers  and  their  friends  formed 
near  the  front  door,  and  one  of  them  silently 
withdrew  the  bolts.  Back  fell  the  door,  and 
out  rushed  the  seven  uncouch  figures,  to  strike 
and  blaze  away  with  their  pistols,  while  Murat, 
Ney,  and  Little  Wolf  dashed  out  with  them. 
Then  c1osc_after  Michael  Ney  pushed  Damian, 
-"“Tm'd  the  robber  seized  the  sword  of  one  of  the 
first  of  Fouche’s  men  who  fell.  Although  ex- 

*  pecting  such  a  movement  on  the  part  of  the  des¬ 
perate  band,  Fouche’s  followers  could  not  resist 

> ■"  that  impetuous  and  deadly  onslaught,  and  they 
gave  way  before  the  Tigers,  who  kept  together 
t  vitn  their  friends  as  one  man.  On  through  their 
foe  wept  the  Tigers,  without  scai*cely  pausing 
as  they  fired  and  struck  around  them,  and  then 
fou  rht  their  way  to  the  stable  without  losing  a 
man.  Fouche’s  men  had  secured  all  the  good 
nteed  after  surrounding  the  tavern,  and  the 
animals  v/ere  then  held  and  guarded  at  the  end 
'i  of  t  e  yard.  The  leader  spied  the  steeds  before 
leaving  the  house,  and  he  made  a  dash  for  them 
when  :hey  had  cut  away,  as  he  yelled: 

“To  hoi  -e,  brave  Tigers,  and  we  will  yet  res- 

•  cue  the  king  and  queen.” 


All  the  Tigers  and  their  friends  reached  the 
horses,  and  those  who  held  them  were  cut  down 
or  put  to  flight.  The  leader  was  the  first  to 
mount  and  to  dash  at  those  who  would  .-.oppose 
his  flight.  Then  a  single  pistol  shot  was  fired 
from  the  door  of  the  tavern.  The  chief  of  the 
Tigers  fell  from  his  horse  a  moment  after,  but 
he  yelled  aloud: 

“Away,  I  command  you,  as  fate  has  struck  a 
fatal  blow  at  me  at  last.  Fly,  fly,  and  you  can 
strike  again  for  the  queen.” 


CHAPTER  XIII.— Conclusion. 

The  six  uncouch  riders  dashed  out  on  the 
road  at  the  command  of  their  fallen  leader,  and 
young  Ney  and  Murat  rode  with  them.  Little 
Wolf  sprang  from  the  horse  he  had  mounted, 
and  he  was  the  first  to  bend  over  the  fallen  chief. 
Damian  had  secured  a  horse  in  the  mad  rush, 
and  he  rode  out  after  the  Tigers,  keeping  his  eye 
on  Michael  Ney,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

“I’ll  strike  another  blow  for  the  diamonds,  if 
that  fellow  was  the  demon  himself.” 

Fouche  ran  out  into  the  yard,  giving  hasty 
orders,  and  many  of  the  riders  dashed  away  after 
the  Tigers,  who  took  the  road  toward  Paris. 
Several  of  Fouche’s  men  also  gathered  around 
the  fallen  chief,  while  Talleyrand  cried  out,  in 
assumed  tones: 

“Drag  in  the  bandit,  and  you’ll  find  you  have 
Gen.  Lafayette!” 

The  fallen  chief  was  seized  and. dragged  into 
the  tavern,  with  Little  Wolf  holding  one  of  his 
hands  and  sobbing  aloud. 

“Lights  here!”  cried  Fouche,  as  he  followed  the 
prisoner,  “and  away  with\  that  head-gear.  Now 
the  mystery  will  be  made  clear.” 

The  room  was  soon  illuminated,  and  the  wound¬ 
ed  man  was  stretched  on  a  large  table,  Little 
Wolf  still  clinging  to  his  hand  and  sobbing  aloud. 
One  of  the  men  dragged  back  the  tigerish  cover¬ 
ing  on  the  head,  when  a  bearded  face  was  pre¬ 
sented  to  all,  and  the  dying  man  smiled  and 
said : 

“Fools,  I  am  not  Lafayette;  and  I  swear,  as  a 
dying  man,  that  he  was  not  identified  with  our 
band  in  any  manner.” 

“Off  with  the  false  beard!”  cried  Talleyrand, 
who  kept  in  the  background.  Fouche  tore  away 
the  false  beard,  and  he  then  fell  back,  exclaim¬ 
ing: 

“The  king  himself!” 

“Idiots!”  cried  the  dying  chief,  raising  his 
head  and  glaring  around.  “I  am  not  the  king, 
but  I  die  in  his  service,  and  I  am  true  unto  death 
to  the  beloved  queen!” 

“Here  is  the  king!”  cried  the  queen,  as  she  led 
the  real  monarch  forward  to  the  table.  “Oh, 
brave,  faithful  friend,  who  are  you?” 

Talleyrand,  Fouche  and  all  present  stared 
first  at  thd  king  and  then  at  the  dying  chief, 
while  exclamations  of  amazement  ai’ose  on  all 
sides.  That  mysterious  chief  resembled  the  king 
so  much  that  even  the  queen  was  puzzled  to 
know  which  was  her  real  husband,  and  she  could 
only  repeat  the  question  over  again. 

“I  will  swear  to  the  king  alone,”  said  the  dy- 
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ing  man,  as  the  king  bent  down  his  head,  “and 
my  dear  son  here  alone  knows  my  secret  now!” 

Alpa  drew  Little  Wolf  toward  him  as  he  spoke, 
and  life  little  fellow  sobbed  as  he  kissed  the  lips 
of  his  dying  father. 

“King  Louis, “  whispered  the  dying  mam  “I  am 
your  half-brother,  as  your  father  was  my  father.” 

“I  can  well  believe  it,”  responded  the  king,  who 
was  deeply  aroused  at  last.  “But  where  have 
you  lived  that  the  resemblance  was  not  noticed?” 

“In  America,  sire,  since  I  was  a  little  boy.  I 
fought  there  for  freedom;  and  I  'came  here  to 
France  when  I  heard  that  your  enemies  threat¬ 
ened  your  life.  I  have  struggled  to  save  you 
and  the  noble  queen,  but  fate  was  against  me.” 

“And  is  this  boy  your  son?” 

“He  is.  He  was  born  in  America,  and  he  came 
here  with  me  two  years  ago,  to  serve  you  and  the 
queen.  The  old  man  who  kept  the  tavern  is 
his  mother’s  father.” 

“And  who  are  the  brave  men  in  your  band?” 

“They  are  some  of  the  bravest  of  your  officers 
who  served  in  America  under  Lafayette;  and 
some  of  them  are  now  in  your  guards  at  the 
palace.  It  was  through  them  that  I  could  ap¬ 
pear  in  your  workshop  that  night,  and  escape 
again  when  I  pleased.” 

“But  there  were  more  than  seven  of  you  in 
all?” 

“Yes,  brother;  we  numbered  twenty-one  in  all; 
but  only  seven  of  us  ever  appeared  at  one  time. 
I  trust  the  others  will  save  you  and  the  queen 
yet.” 

Talleyrand  was  then  looking  around  for  Da¬ 
mian,  and  making  inquiries  regarding  an  old 
soldier.  The  trembling  landlord  gave  him  some 
information,  and  the  wily  intriguer  rode  away 
with  some  of  his  own  followers.  In  the  mean¬ 
time  the  other  Tigers  and  their  young  friends 
were  pressing  on  toward  Paris,  while  Fouche’s 
riders  had  given  up  the  chase.  During  the  dash 
from  the  tavern  none  of  them  had  noticed  the 
actions  of  the  bold  robber,  who  had  mounted 
one  of  their  best  horses.  When  Fouche’s  riders 
drew  up,  despairing  of  catching  up  with  the  fleet 
steeds  before  them,  they  noticed  one  rider  lag- 
gng  behind  the  flying  Tigers  in  the  flight.  That 
rider  was  Damian. 

The  Tigers  and  their  friends  halted  at  the 
old  tavern,  and  their  horses  were  conducted  to 
the  secret  vaults,  while  the  men  refreshed  them¬ 
selves  on  the  second  floor.  Michal  Ney  alone 
kept  on  toward  Versailles  on  a  fresh  horse,  as 
the  youth  was  determined  on  placing  the  precious 
diamonds  in  a  safe  place  before  testing  again. 
Michael  Ney  pressed  through  the  wooded  road  at 
a  lively  gallop, «when  suddenly  out  from  under  the 
trees  dashed  a  horseman,  who  struck  at  him  with 
a  sword  before  he  could  draw  his  own  weapon, 
the  stranger  yelling: 

“I  strike  for  the  diamonds  again,  you  cunning 
little  fox.” 

Michael  Ney  bent  his  head  forward  to  avoid 
the  blow,  and  the  sword  glanced  down  along  his 
back  to  wound  the  good  horse.  Then  on  dashed 
the  spirited  animal,  while  Ney  drew  his  own 
weapon  and  curbed  him.  Then  back  with  a 
rush  dashed  the  defender  of  the  diamonds,  and 
once  again  clashed  the  swords  on  the  highway. 


Suddenly  Damian  fell  from  his  horse,  groaning 
forth: 

“You  must  be  the  demon  himself.  I  have  lost  „ 
my  life  and  the  great  diamonds.” 

Talleyrand  was  foiled  in  more  ways  than  one 
that  night;  and  he  fled  to  England  in  disguise  on 
the  following  morning.  His  treacherous  career  * 
thereafter  is  recorded  in  the  darkest  pages  of 
French  history.  Young  Michael  Ney  reached 
Paris  with  the  precious  diamonds;  and  Damian 
was  lying  dead  on  the  roadside  about  the  same 
time. 

Some  weeks  of  turmoil,  bloodshed,  and  terror 
had  passed  along,  and  the  king  and  queen  of 
France  are  actual  prisoners  in  a  palatial  resi¬ 
dence  in  France,  while  the  noble  Lafayette  is 
striving  in  vain  to  restore  peace  to  his  country. 

The  queen  is  seated  In  her  private  reception 
room,  and  Blanche  and  the  boy  known  as  Little 
Wolf  are  standing  before  her. 

“And  so  you  will  return  to  America,  Louis?” 
said  the  fair  woman,  in  sad  tones.  - - * 

“I  must.  I  promised  I  would  return  to  her  if 
my  father  fell  here  in  France.  Yet,  would  that 
I  could  remain  to  serve  you.” 

“When  you  return  to  France  as  a  man,  Louis, 
another  ruler  will  be  here.  What  of  the  bravte“X, 
youth  who  restored  the  diamonds  to  me?” 

“Michael  Ney  was  compelled  to  leave  Paris, 
as  Fouche’s  spies  were  on  his  track.  He  is  about 
to  enter  a  military  academy  in  one  of  the  prov¬ 
inces,  and  I  predict  that  he  will  be  a  marshal 
of  France  one  day.” 

“Are  you  certain,  Louis,  that  the  Tigers  have 
disbanded  altogether?” 

“They  have,  I  assure  you,  and  you  know  that 
eight  of  the  band  fell  in  the  attack  on  the  palace 
at  Versailles.” 

“I  know,  I  know.'  Where  is  Murat?” 

“He  has  joined  the  army.  You  said  you  would 
*  not  be  his  wife  until  he  became  rich  and  famous, 
and  he  vows  that  he  will  not  wait  for  you.” 

“He  is  a  jealous  fool.  He  is  angry  because 
I  will  not  leave  the  queen  to  become  his  wife. 
Well,  I  will  wait  for  him.” 

Blanche  did  wait  for  Murat,  but  she  waited  in 
vain,  as  the  fiery  youth  was  as  fickle  in  love  as 
he  was  valiant  in  war.  Years  after,  when  the 
faithful  girl  was  the  wife  of  an  honest  merchant 
in  Paris,  she  saw  Murat  in  the  height  of  his 
glory,  as  he  became  one  of  the  great  Napolebns~~ 
favorites.  Blanche  also  saw  Little  Wolf  in  after 
years  also,  when  the  great  Napoleon  was  Em¬ 
peror  of  France.  Louis  was  then  a  strapping 
officer  in  the  American  navy,  and  the  girl  whu 
had  served  with  the  Seven  Tigers  of  the  Moun¬ 
tains  was  the  mother  of  several  children.  Foucho 
often  met  Murat  and  Ney  in  after  years,  when 
the  cunning  spy  was  chief  of  the  French  police, 
but  he  never  learned  that  the  great  marshals 
had  served  with  the  mysterious  band  who  worked 
for  the  queen.  The  great  soldiers  always  mis¬ 
trusted  Fouche,  and  they  predicted  that  he  would 
betray  Napoleon  when  the  chance  offered. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “SLIPPERY 
STEVE;  or,  THE  CUNNING  SPY  OF  THB 
REVOLUTION.” 
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8-CENT  MEALS  SUCCESSFUL 
Prisoners  in  the  Washtenaw  County  jail,  in 
Ann  Arbor,  Mich.,  gained  weight  during  the  last 
year  on  meals  that  cost  8  cents  each.  Several 
cases  were  cited  by  the  sheriff  where  long-term 
prisoners  had  gained  as  much  as  thirty  pounds. 


LEECHES  AGAIN  USED  BY  MODERN 

DOCTORS 

After  many  years  of  comparative  neglect,  the 
humble  leech  is  said  to  be  coming  into  its  old 
popularity.  But  the  old  leech  farms  have  long 
disappeared.  Some  modern  doctors  claim  there 
are  fev.  better  methods  of  relieving  inflamma¬ 
tory  areas  than  by  the  application  of  these  blood¬ 
sucking  creatures.  The  “animated  mustard  plas- 
ters.  are  exported  in  baskets  from  Turkey,  and 
Paris  is  reported  to  have  one  leech  farm  selling 
180,000  a  month.  ** 


ENCOUNTER  GIANT  WHALES 

Hans  Jensen  and  Charles  Johnson,  two  Swedish 
fishermen  who  put  into  Cape  May  harbor  in  a 
thirty-foot  fishing  boat  recently,  told  a  tale  of 
three  whales. 


Jensen  said  that  when  they  were  one  hundred 
miles  east-southeast  of  Cape  May  they  sighted 
three  large  whales,  one  of  which  came  so  close  to 
the  little  craft  that  the  fishermen  were  afraid  of 
being  capsized.  Jensen  said  the  whales  were  more 
than  one  hundred  feet  long  and  that  the  one  that 
came  so  near  to  the  boat  was  the  largest  he  had 
ever  seen  in  his  twenty  years  at  sea. 

Fishermen  here  say  that  the  whales  have  come 
out  of  the  north  with  the  big  ice  floes  that  are 
reported  off  the  northern  coast. 


TRACTORS  DISPLACE  DOGS 

Dog-sledge  trains,  the  “indispensable”  carriers 
of  the  North,  are  being  replaced  in  the  Spring 
rush  to  the  Yukon  this  year  by  caterpillar  trac¬ 
tors. 

The  first  tractor  train,  a  ten-ton  hauler  with 
three  trailers,  each  of  five  tons  burden,  is  being 
made  up  at  White  Horse  for  the  300-mile  trip  to 
Mayo. 

The  north  trails  are  lined  with  hikers  and  small 
dog  teams.  All  sorts  of  conveyances,  principally 
caterpillar  tractors,  are  being  pressed  into  service 
to  carry  ore  fro  mthe  Keep  Hill  silver  mines  to 
Mayo  Landing  before  the  thraw. 


OUT  TODAY!  OUT  TODAY! 

Buy  a  copy  of  “Happy  Days,”  No.  1489,  and  read  the 

interesting  story 

Billy,  the 

WORKING 

By  C.  LITTLE 

which  begins  in  that  number. 

“HAPPY  DAYS”  also  contains  short  sketches  that  hold  you 
breathless,  interesting  articles,  the  funniest  of  funny  stories,  and  — 

THE  LATEST  RADIO  NEWS 

•  Price  8  Cents  a  Copy 

Out  Today  On  All  Newsstands 
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PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


The  Vanishing  Of  Val 

Vane 

—  Or, — 

THE  TROUBLES  OF  A  BOY 
MILLIONAIRE 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  XIV.—  (Continued). 

“I’m  pulling  out  now,  young  feller.  Think  an¬ 
other  think  ” 

“No;  I  won’t.” 

“If  you  change  your  mind  when  you  hear  the 
flames  a-crackling,  why  holler  and  I’ll  manage  to 
snake  you  out  alive  somehow — see?” 

He  was  gone. 

“Will  he  do  it?  Will  he  really  do  it?  I  don’t 
believe  it,”  Val  said  to  himself.  “He’s  only  bluf¬ 
fing  and  I  know  it.” 

He  was  wrong. 

Dubey  could  not  quite  make  up  his  mind  to 
murder  one  of  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  but  he 
would  have  rejoiced  if  Val  was  safely  dead.  Per¬ 
haps  fear  of  detection  had  something  to  do  with 
his  hesitation,  too. 

So  dry  brush  was  piled  around  the  hut  and  a 
lot  said  about  it  for  Val’s  benefit,  but  no  sound 
came  from  within. 

“Who’s  to  touch  her  off?”  growled  Jerry. 
“Blamed  if  I  want  the  job.” 

“One  of  you  has  to  take  it,  then,”  retorted 
Dubey.  “How  about  you,  Mike?” 

“I  feel  just  like  Jerry,”  muttered  Mike. 

Dubey  took  a  half-dollar  from  his  pocket. 

“I’ll  toss  up  for  it!”  he  exclaimed.  “Heads, 
Mike;  tails,  Jerry!” 

Up  went  the  coin,  which  came  down  “tails.” 

“Tell  him,”  ordered  Dubey. 

Jerry  took  his  medicine  without  a  murmur  and 
promptly  fired  the  brush. 

“She’s  a-blazin’!”  called  Jerry  through  the  open 
door,  but  he  did  not  look  inside.  As  he  told  Mike 
afterward,  he  just  couldn’t. 

Dubey  lit  a  fresh  cigar  and  stood  watching  the 
progress  of  the  flames.  Soon  the  hut  was  all 
afire,  but  still  no  sound  came  from  within. 

“Stubborn,  by  gracious,”  muttered  the  super¬ 
intendent.  “Hang  me,  if  he  isn’t  a  true  Dubey. 
Well,  he  shall  have  one  more  chance.” 

“Now  then,  Jerry!”  he  added  aloud. 

“  ’Bout  time  if  he’s  to  be  saved!”  growled  Jerry, 
and  he  dashed  in  through  the  door. 

The  interior  of  the  hut  was  so  think  with  smoke 
that  for  the  moment  he  could  see  nothing,  but 
when  he  did  see  he  came  out  flying. 

“By  gaul,  boss,  he’s  gone!”  he  cried. 

“Gone!”  roared  Ralph.  “Then  it’s  your  work. 
You  set  him  free  when  you  were  in  there  before.” 

“I  never  did!  Never!”  Jerry  declared. 

Determined  to  see  for  himself,  Dubey  dashed 
Into  the  hut  and  came  out  instantly. 


He  was  none  too  soon,  either,  for  the  next  in¬ 
stant  the  roof  fell.  <• 

“You  scoundrel!”  he  cried,  drawing  a  revolver 
and  aiming  at  Jerr^,  “this  is  surely  your  work.” 

How  far  he  might  have  gone  it  is  hard  to  say, 
but  Mike  had  him  covered  on  the  instant. 

“You  fire,  I  fire!”  he  shouted.  “I  don’t  care  a 
hang  what  the  consequences  are.” 

This  settled  it.  Jerry  continued  to  protest  his 
innocence  as  Dubey  put  up  his  revolver,  and  at 
last  the  superintendent  professed  himself  con¬ 
vinced. 

“But  how  did  he  ever  manage  it?”  he  snarled. 

“I  saw  no  sign  of  the  cords.” 

“Nor  me,  neither,”  answered  Jerry.  “Don’t 
ask  me  how  it  came  about;  looks  mighty  like  as  if 
a  stranger  power  than  yourn  had  delivered  him 
out’n  your  hands,  boss,  blamed  if  it  don’t.” 

“God  has  delivered  him  out  of  the  fiery  furnace, 
even  as  he  delivered  Shadrach,  Meshach  and 
Abednego  of  old!”  spoke  a  deep  voice  behind  them, 
and  turning,  the  plotters  saw  standing  at  the  edge 
of  the  woods  the  tall  gaunt  figure  of  Father  John,  •« 
the  blind  prophet  of  the  mountain. 

Neither  Jerry  nor  Mike  knew  him,  but  Ralph 
Dubey  did.  He  had  known  the  old  man  from  his 
earliest  infancy,  and  he  was  mountaineer  enough 
himself  to  hold  him  in  superstitious  dread,  for 
there  in  the  mountains  this  particular  prophet 
had  honor  despite  of  the  fact  it  was  his  own 
country.  It  was  believed  that  Father  John’s  age 
was  much  over  a  hundred;  it  was  also  believed 
by  many  that  he  would  never  die. 

Mike  started  to  drew  his  revolver,  but  Ralph 
Dubey  ordered  him  to  put  it  up. 

“Mind  yourself,”  he  breathed.  “We  are  in  the 
greatest  danger.” 

Then  aloud  he  called : 

“Have  you  anything  to  say  to  me,  Father  * 
John?” 

“Only  this,”  replied  the  prophet,  “repent  while 
there  is  time,  Ralph  Dubey,  for  your  day  is  al¬ 
most  over  and  the  hour  of  the  deliverance  of  my  ** 
poor  people  from  your  tyranny  is  close  at  hand.” 

“Wait!”  cried  Ralph-  “As  you  are  doubtless 
aware,  Father  John,  I  have  long  wanted  to  speak 
to  you  about  these  troubles.  I — why,  he’s  gone!” 

“Gone,  yes!”  growled  Jerry,  “and  I’ll  be  hanged 
if  I  saw  him  go!  Did  you,  Mike?” 

“Not  none,”  said  Mike.  “He  was  there  and 
then  he  wasn’t.  It  gets  away  with  me.”  ^ 

“Who  is  he,  then?”  demanded  Jerry.  “The  one — - 
the  hillmen  call  the  blind  prophet?” 

“That’s  right,”  answered  Ralph,  in  a  trembling  *  4 
voice.  “Blest  if  I  know*  what  to  do?” 

“Think  he  sneaked  the  boy  out  of  there,  boss?” 
asked  Mike. 

“He  is  probably  at  the  bottom  of  it,”  was  the 
reply,  “but  you  don’t  understand  our  danger. 
Here  wTe  are  alone.  There’s  no  doubt  that  the 
woods  are  full  of  strikers.  If  we  don’t  look  sharp 
we  are  never  going  to  get  out  of  here  alive.” 

He  had  scarcely  spoken  Avhen  a  loud  voice 
shouted : 

“Don’t  you  leave  that  fire  burning  here,  Ralph 
Dubey!  Put  it  out  before  it  sets  the  woods  a-blaz¬ 
in’!  Quick  now,  or  we’re  er-gwine  to  riddle  you 
with  bullets.” 

They  could  not  see  a  soul,  which  made  the  sit¬ 
uation  all  the  more  alarming. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 

'  '  s 


TIKE  LIVES  267  YEARS 
The  pike,  though  greedy  and  fond  of  heavy 
meals,  is  slow  growing,  and  is  believed  to  live 
longer  than  any  other  species  of  fish.  A  Swiss 
naturalist  his  recorded  the  history  of  one  that 
was  267  years  old.  It  had  spent  its  entire  exis¬ 
tence  as  a  prisoner  in  a  fish  pond. 


BURIED  SHELLS 

Shells  buried  in  northern  France  during  the 
war  continue  to  explode  occasionally  when  struck 
by  peasants’  plows,  adding  to  the  war  casualties 
four  years  after  the  cessation  of  hostilities.  The 
question  is  often  asked  whether  an  unexploded 
shell  ever  becomes  harmless.  Some  experts  say 
never,  unless  exposed  to  the  air,  while  others  con¬ 
tend  that  live  shells  become  “duds”  after  many 
years. 

9  The  theory  that  the  latter  are  dead  is  hardly 
borne  out  by  an  incident  which  recently  occurred 
in  a  Paris  hotel.  A  projectile  of  the  time  of  Na¬ 
poleon  III  had  long  been  used  by  the  hotel  em- 
ployees  as  a  pestle  and  had  several  times  been 
*  fitted  with  new  handles  to  replace  those  pounded 
off.  Recently  it  was  left  in  close  proximity  to  the 
hotel  furnace,  with  the  result  that  the  hotel  en¬ 
gineer  had  gone  into  the  class  of  casualties  of  the 
war  of  1870  and  the  hotel  is  undergoing  import¬ 
ant  repairs. 


EAGLE  CAUGHT  IN  COYOTE  TRAP 

Making  the  rounds  of  traps  set  for  coyotes  in 
the  lonely  fastnesses  of  a  forest  near  Raton, 
Colo.,  a  New  Mexican  trapper  came  upon  an  odd 

sight. 

An  eagle  was  caught  in  one  of  the  traps.  Its 
great  wings  were  beating  in  a  futile  effort  to  tear 
loose  from  the  cruel  fangs  of  the  contraption  and 
'  it  was  giving  vent  to  its  anger  in  rasping  screams. 
One  foot  had  hit  the  mouth  of  the  trap  as  the 
eagle  had  alighted  on  the  ground  and  the  king 
of  the  air  was  caught. 

The  trapper  secured  the  bird  by  lassoing  it  and 
choking  it  into  temporary  helplessness.  He  started 
for  Ratoi*,  but  on  the  -way  met  T.  P.  Hammond,  a 
Steamboat  Springs  man,  en  route  to  Denver, 
^-ilammond  purchased  the  bird  and  brought  it  to 
Denver  for  the  purpose  of  mounting. 

#  The  eagle  weighed  about  ten  pounds  and  had 
a  wing  spread  of  about  seven  and  one-half  feet. 
It  was  of  the  customary  brownish  gray  color,  with 
indefinite  markings. 


FORTUNE  MAY  BE  MADE  FROM  AIR 
At  frequest  intervals,  the  newspapers  are  aglow 
with  the  exploits  of  some  get-rich-quick  schemer 
who  has  hit  upon  a  novel  idea  to  feed  to  a  gulli¬ 
ble  public.  All  this  makes  interesting  reading, 
provided,  of  course,  that  the  reader  doesn’t  hap¬ 
pen  to  lx;  one  of  the  fleeced.  Now  comes  science 
with  a  scheme  that  has  all  the  Earmarks  of  legit¬ 
imacy  because  it  is  designed  to  render  service  to 
civilization  and  at  the  same  time  a  fortune  to 
whoeve;  puts  the  scheme  into  operation. 

The  scheme  consists  of  extracting  useful  ele¬ 


ments  from  the  air.  As  most  people  know,  the 
air  consists  of  nitrogen  and  oxygen  with  certain 
small  proportions  of  the  gases  neon  and  argon. 
Each  of  these  gases  is  now  being  “fixed”  and 
marketed.  Vast  quantities  of  nitrogen  are  being 
taken  from  the  air  and  used  for  agricultural  pur¬ 
poses.  A  ton  of  wheat  takes  away  fifty  pounds 
of  nitrogen  from  the  soil  in  which  it  is  grown, 
and  a  similar  quantity  must  be  replaced  by  the 
farmer  to  keep  the  soil  good.  And  the  fertilizer 
he  now  uses  to  do  this  is  in  many  cases  made 
from  the  air. 

The  manufacture  of  atmospheric  fertilizer  is 
carried  on  in  Norway,  and  thousands  of  tons  are 
being  produced  each  year.  Norway  is  particular¬ 
ly  suitable  for  work  of  this  kind  which  can  only 
be  carried  on  successfully  where  there  are  good 
supplies  of  cheap  water  power. 

Henry  Ford  evolved  the  idea  of  using  the 
power  of  Muscle  Shoals  for  making  fertilizer 
from  the  air  as  a  means  of  competing  with  nit¬ 
rates  that  are  at  present  received  from  Chile.  His 
contention  that  the  “air”  fertilizer  could  b° 
produced  at  a  cost  for  below  that  of  “mined” 
nitrate. 
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The  Mystery  Of  The  Iron  Coffin 


By  PAUL  BRADDON. 


It  matters  not  how  long  it  may  he  given  me  to 
live,  I  shall  never  forget  the  experiences  which 
form  the  foundation  of  this  story. 

During  the  forty  years  of  active  duty  as  a  de¬ 
tective,  I  may  naturally  be  supposed  to  have  met 
with  some  remarkable  adventures,  and  peculiar 
experiences. 

Such  is  the  fact. 

But  the  experience  I  shall  now  relate  is  the 
most  remarkable  of  all. 

As  I  recall  it  to  mind  I  am,  as  ever,  impressed 
with  the  truth  of  the  old  adage  that  “truth  is 
stranger  than  faction." 

That  my  story  is  an  illustration  of  this  I  am 
sure  you  will  concede. 

But  enough  of  prelude. 

Now  to  my  narrative. 

One  night  of  storm,  when  the  elements  were 
waging  a  wild  warfare;  when  the  winds  howled 
like  demons  at  strife ;  when  the  lightning  flashed ; 
when  the  rain  descended  in  torrents,  and  every 
living  creature  had  fled  to  shelter,  it  was  my  fate 
to  be  exposed. 

I  was  riding  along  a  country  road  in  the  State 
of  New  York,  urging  my  tired  horse  to  frantic 
exertion. 

In  the  distance  I  discovered  the  glimmer  of  a 
light. 

A  moment  later  a  voice  came  to  me  out  of  the 
storm,  and  I  encountered  a  countryman  going  in 
the  opposite  direction. 

“What  light  is  that  I  see  in  the  distance,  my 
friend?"  I  asked. 

“I  don’t  know.  I  should  say  it  was  a  light  in 
Harksley  Hall,  if  I  didn’t  know  the  place  had  not 
been  inhabited  for  years,"  said  the  man. 

Then  he  rode  on. 

“Some  wayfarer  caught  in  the  storm  like  my¬ 
self  may  have  sought  shelter  there  and  produced 
a  light,"  I  thought 

Then  I  urged  my  horse  forward  again. 

In  a  few  moments  I  reached  an  old  ruin. 

The  light  was  gone. 

Yet  I  was  certain  I  had  seen  one  there. 

“No  doubt  I  shall  find  someone  within.  The 
closing  of  a  blind,  or  the  like,  may  have  served 
to  hide  the  light  for  the  moment,"  I  reflected. 

I  leaped  from  my  horse. 

Then,  leading  my  weary  steed,  I  made  my  way 
over  the  thick  turf  to  the  rear  of  the  house. 

The  many  sounds  of  the  storm  made  a  pende- 
monium  of  noise. 

It  would  render  any  sound  occasioned  by  the 
footfall  of  my  horse  inaudible  within  the  house. 

Reaching  the  rear  of  the  dilapidated 1  old 
building,  I  found  a  tumbled-down  shed. 

Into  this  I  walked  the  horse. 

Having  secured  him,  I  started  for  the  ruin. 

An  vcasional  flash  of  lightning  guided  me. 

I  i  --ached  the  house. 

At  the  rear  door  I  paused. 

My  hand  was  on  the  knob. 


I  listened. 

I  opened  the  door,  for  it  was  not  secured  in 
any  way,  and  groped  my  way  along. 

I  was  in  a  narrow  hall. 

Presently  I  came  to  a  door. 

I  opened  it. 

Then  I  suddenly  paused. 

To  my  ears  came  the  sound  of  human  voices. 

I  listened  intently. 

I  soon  convinced  myself  that  I  heard  two  men 
talking. 

But,  as  their  voices  were  muffled,  I  knew  that 
they  were  in  the  room  beyond  the  one  I  had  en¬ 
tered. 

I  crossed  the  apartment. 

Then  I  saw  a  ray  of  light. 

It  came  from  beneath  a  door. 

To  the  door  I  crept. 

Something  warned  me  to  proceed  with  caution. 

I  dropped  my  hand  upon  the  butt  of  my  pistol. 

I  could  draw  it  instantly,  should  occasion  re¬ 
quire  its  use. 

I  cautiously  pushed  the  door  ajar. 

Only  an  inch  did  I  open  it. 

This  enabled  me  to  command  an  excellent  view 
of  the  room  within. 

What  I  saw  surprised  me. 

Moreover,  it  startled  me. 

In  thd  corner  of  the  room  stood  a  coffin. 

It  was  a  metallic  burial  casket. 

Beside  the  iron  coffin  stood  two  men. 

A  lantern  on  the  table  in  one  corner  of  the 
room  illuminated  it. 

To  my  surprise  I  saw  that  the  room  wTas  mag¬ 
nificently  furnished. 

More,  the  furniture  was  new. 

At  a  glance  I  realized  that  I  had  accidentally 
met  the  perpetrators  of  a  dark  crime. 

Both  men  were  masked. 

Suddenly  a  door  in  the  wall  opened,  and  a  third 
masked  man  appeared. 

In  his  arms  he  carried  a  white-robed  form. 

It  was  a  female  form. 

The  lady  was  young. 

She  was  also  lovely. 

I  obtained  a  good  view  of  her  face. 

It  was  pale. 

As  white  as  death  she  looked,  but  the  heaving 
of  her  bosom  assured  me  she  was  not  dead. 

I  suspected  she  had  been  drugged. 

My  suspicion  was  almost  instantly  confirmed, 

“The  choloform  has  rendered  her  helpless.  Now  S 
place  her  in  the  coffin,  and  we  will  consign  her  to 
the  tomb,"  said  one  of  the  masks. 

“Good  heavens!"  I  exclaimed,  mentally.  “The 
wretches  mean  to  bury  that  fair  young  girl  alive.” 

The  wretches  placed  the  girl  in  the  coffin. 

Then  they  secured  the  lid. 

This  done,  they  passed  through  a  side  door. 

As  they  went,  one  of  them  said: 

^  e  11  go  and  take  a  drink  to  steady  our  nerves, 
and  then  we  11  get  the  job  over  as  soon  as  w© 
can." 

In  a  moment  they  were  gone. 

“If  I  could  only  get  the  girl  out  of  the  coffin 
before  the  assassins  return,  I’ll  mount  my  horse, 
and,  with  her  in  my  arms,  away  to  some  place  of 
safety.” 

Stealthily  I  entered  the  room. 

I  crept  to  the  coffin. 
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Suddenly  I  heard  a  sound  from  the  room  into 
which  the  masked  men  had  gone. 

*  I  started,  and  at  the  some  moment,  through 
the  door  on  the  other  side  of  the  room,  rushed 
a  beautiful  woman,  with  a  candle  in  her  hand. 

At  the  sight  of  me  she  was  startled. 

♦  I  heard  the  masked  men  coming  back. 

I  rushed  for  the  door  through  which  I  had 
come. 

I  had  almost  reached  it  when  the  masked  men 
dashed  into  view. 

At  the  same  moment  I  sprang  through  the  door 
I  had  entered  by. 

I  did  not  see  the  man  behind  it. 

The  next  instant  I  received  from  his  hand  a 
terrible  blow  on  the  head. 

The  blow  rendered  me  unconscious. 

When  I  returned  to  my  senses,  as  I  did  pres¬ 
ently,  I  found  myself  in  darkness. 

The  place  was  gold  and  damp. 

I  carefully  examined  the  wall. 

I  worked  at  the  wall  until  I  had  made  an  open- 
-  ing  sufficiently  large  enough  to  admit  of  the  pas- 
**  sage  of  my  body. 

Through  the  opening  I  crawled. 

|  '  'l  found  myself  in  the  cellar,  under  the  old 
mansion  called  Harksley  Hall. 

A  light  came  through  a  window. 

I  crept  out  of  the  cellar,  and,  under  cover  of 
the  shrubbery,  made  my  way  to  the  shed  in  which 
I  had  left  my  horse. 

The  animal  was  gone. 

“The  assassins  think  me  dead;  they  have  re¬ 
moved  my  horse,’'  I  thought. 

But  the  mystery  of  the  iron  coffin  I  meant  to 

solve. 

I  stole  to  the  house. 

Noiselessly  I  entered  the  same  door  through 
.  which  I  passed  before. 

1  *|  All  was  silence. 

I  made  my  way  to  where  I  expected  to  find  the 
door  of  the  room  in  which  I  had  seen  the  iron 
P  coffin. 

There  was  no  door  there. 

The  truth  flashed  across  my  mind. 

The  floor  had  been  walled  up. 

I  drew  a  knife  which  was  concealed  on  my 
person. 

I  was  about  to  attack  the  wall,  when  I  heard 
a  heavy  step  on  the  walk  outside  the  house. 

Hastily  I  concealed  myself  in  a  closet. 

"  Presently  an  old  woman  came  in. 

She  passed  me. 

9  I  followed  her*  ' 

She  led  me  to  the  second  story  of  the  house. 

Then  she  paused,  and  passed  upon  a  panel  of 
the  oaken  wainscoting. 

It  flew  open. 

The  old  woman  disappeared. 

I  waited  half  an  hour. 

Then  the  old  woman  came  out. 

She  passed  by  the  closet  in  which  I  was  con¬ 
cealed. 

From  a  window  I  saw  her  leave  the  house. 

Then  I  tried  the  panel,  and  opened  it. 

I  found  a  narrow  passage  and  a  flight  of  stairs, 
j  Ot  more  than  two  and  a  half  or  three  feet  wide, 
that  passed  downward  between  two  partitions. 

L  The  stairs  ended  at  a  panel. 

I  opened  it- 


The  next  moment  I  found  myself  in  the  room 
in  which  I  had  seen  the  coffin  of  iron. 

The  beautiful  girl  I  saw  placed  in  the  coffin 
was  there. 

She  was  chained  to  the  wall. 

I  set  to  work  to  liberate  her. 

Then  we  fled  from  the  house. 

As  we  were  leaving  it,  the  old  woman  appeared 
on  the  threshold  and  threw  herself  before  us. 

I  hurled  the  woman  aside,  and  we  passed  the 
door  and  gained  the  highway. 

Over  a  hill,  just  beyond,  was  a  village,  which 
we  reached  in  safety,  and  there  the  girl  told  me 
her  story. 

Her  name  v/as  Ethel  Leville,  and  she  witnessed 
the  assassination  of  an  old  man — a  miser — who 
was  murdered  in  his  cottage  beyond  the  village 
three  days  before. 

For  fear  her  evidence  would  betray  them,  the 
masked  men  who  were  the  assassins  of  the  miser 
had  abducted  Ethel  from  the  house  of  her  mother, 
a  poor  widow,  and  taken  her  to  the  old  ruin,  in¬ 
tending  to  murder  her. 

After  she  was  placed  in  the  coffin,  with  the  in¬ 
tention  of  burying  her  alive,  and  after  I  was 
knocked  senseless,  an  influential  member  of  the 
gang  of  outlaws,  who  professed  to  love  Ethel,  ar¬ 
rived,  and  prevailed  upon  the  others  to  spare  her 
life. 

So  they  agree  to  keep  her  a  captive  for  the 
present,  and  the  doors  of  what  was  intended  to 
be  her  prison  were  walled  up  by  a  skillful  mason 
who  was  a  member  of  the  band,  so  as  the  better 
to  guard  against  discovery. 

The  old  woman  was  a  half-demented  creature 
who  had  secretly  made  Harksley  Hall  her  home 
for  some  time. 

Now  it  chanced,  as  luck  would  have  it,  that  I 
was  in  pursuit  of  the  band  who  murdered  the  old 
miser. 

I  had  been  engaged  by  his  relatives  to  hunt 
down  his  assassins. 

Ethel  gave  me  much  valuable  information  re¬ 
garding  them,  and  that  very  night,  accompanied 
by  the  village  constable  and  a  posse  of  law-abid¬ 
ing  citizens,  I  set  out  for  one  of  the  secret  ren¬ 
dezvous  of  the  band,  the  location  of  which  Ethel 
had  learned  from  hearing  them  talk  while  they 
supposed  she  was  unconscious’. 

The  band  was  assembled  there,  and  so  without 
much  of  a  fight,  we  captured  them  all. 

The  ringleader  made  a  confession,  and  the  as¬ 
sassins  were  convicted. 

As  for  Ethel,  she  became  the  wife  of  ah  honest 
merchant  in  the  village,  and  lives  happily. 


FIND  $16,000  IN  HERMIT’S  BED 
Carl  Jenson,  64,  who  lived  as  a  hermit  on  his 
80-acre  farm  near  Clay  Center,  ten  miles  east  of 
Toledo,  0.,  was  found  dead  in  his  bed,  in  which 
he  had  concealed  $16,000  in  currency,  recently. 
Near  the  bed  were  several  clubs  which  Jenson  had 
fitted  up  with  spikes  and  loaded  with  lead,  and  a 
gun  was  at  hand,  apparently  for  use  in  case  of 
attempted  robbery. 

Neighbors  found  him  with  his  boots  on  and 
fully  clothed.  George  Burman,  undertaker,  found 
an  old  grain  sack  in  the  bed  which  had  the  $16,- 
000  in  $20,  $50  and  $100  bills 
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he  had  appropriated;  another  purporting  to  be 
addressed  to  his  mother,  asking  her  forgiveness 
for  his  wayward  career,  and  a  third  to  the  news¬ 
papers  said  the  hold-up  was  his  first  crime  and 
would  be  his  last. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

GETS  $10,000  FOE  CHILD’S  LEG 
The  Yonkers  Railroad  Company  settled  $10,000 
on  Rita  Coyne,  7  years  old,  of  Yonkers,  N.  Y.,  for 
the  loss  of  her  right  leg.  The  settlement  was  ar¬ 
ranged  by  former  Assemblyman  William  S.  Cof¬ 
fey,  who  appeared  for  Michael  Coyne,  the  father 
of  the  child.  The  little  girl  was  on  a  sled  riding 
down  Yonkers  avenue,  Sherwood  Park,  when  a 
trolley  car  ran  into  her.  Her  leg  was  cut  off. 

Mr.  Coyne  was  about  to  sue  for  $25,000  when 
the  settlement  was  made. 


MUMMIFIED  INDIAN  UNEARTHED 
The  discovery  of  a  partly  mummified  body  of  a 
prehistoric  Indian,  an  “Izark  Bluff  Dweller,”  at 
the  base  of  the  bluffs  on  the  Cow  Skin  River, 
near  Noel,  Mo.,  March  13,  added  zest  to  the  work 
of  archeologists,  who  have  unearthed  here  many 
souvenirs  of  a  race  long  dead.  The  party  con¬ 
ducting  the  excavation  represents  the  Museum  of 
the  American  Indian,  Heye  Foundation,  New 
York  City. 

The  skeleton  was  wrapped  in  ragged  deer  skin 
robes  and  covered  with  grass  matting.  The  deer 
skins  were  belted  with  a  fur  girdle.  A  grass 
basket,  believed  once  to  have  contained  food,  was 
found  buried  nearby. 


BANDIT  LOCKS  DELIVERY  MAN  IN 
BATHROOM 

A  man  called  at  a  clothing  store  in  Buffalo,  N. 
Y.,  March  13  and  ordered  a  complete  spring  out¬ 
fit  sent  td  his  room  at  a  prominent  hotel.  When 
the  deliverymen  arrived  with  the  packages  he 
held  them  up  with  a  revolver,  locked  them  in  the 
bathroom  and  fled  with  the  clothing,  valued  at 
about  $300. 

The  deliverymen  were  released  when  a  note 
tied  to  a  cap  thrown  out  of  the  bathroom  window 
landed  at  the  feet  of  a  policeman. 

The  bandit,  who  had  registered  as  B.  L.  Hardy, 
Lynn,  Mass.,  left  three  notes.  One  apologized  to 
the  store,  saying  he  would  pay  for  the  clothing 


WILLS  SON  $5  FOR  A  NOOSE 

“I  give  and  bequeath  to  my  son,  William  P. 
Paulich,  $5  with  which  to  buy  a  rope  to  hang 
himself.” 

This  statement  in  the  will  of  Joseph  Paulich 
has  caused  the  son  to  contest  probate  on  the 
ground  that  it  was  made  under  undue  influence 
of  his  stepmother,  Mrs.  Magdalena  Paulich  of 
New  York,  who  inherits  the  bulk  of  the  $16,000 
estate.  The  will  continues: 

“I  only  make  this  provision  for  reasons  well 
known  to  myself  and  to  all  my  family  and  friends, 
and  for  the  further  season  that  during  his  whole 
life  time  he  has  been  disobedient  and  ungrateful.” 

The  father  made  the  will  following  a  bitter 
quarrel  with  his  son  on  Labor  Day,  1920,  accord¬ 
ing  to  testimony  of  a  witness  in  Surrogate’s 
Court,  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  recently.  Subsequently 
iather  and  son  were  reconciled,  but  the  father 
neglected  to  have  the  will  changed  before  he  died 
Dec.  15,  last. 
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LUTS  SENARENS,  Editor. 

Sworn  to  and  subscribed  before  me  this  27th  day  of 
March,  15  23  Seymour  W.  Steiner.  (My  Commission 
expires  March  30,  1924.) 
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HOGS  CLOSE  DOORS 

,  B.  A.  Park,  a  farmer  living  near  Missouri  Val¬ 
ley,  Iowa,  who  is  also  a  successful  stock  raiser, 
has  interested  a  lot  of  farmers  in  his  unique  and 
successful  way  of  training  his  hogs  to  pass 
through  a  swinging  door  in  his  hog  house. 

Desiring  as  nearly  an  airtight  hog  house  as 
possible,  Mr.  Park  placed  a  door  in  the  house 
which  swings  both  ways.  He  was  puzzled  when 
the  door  was  first  put  in  place  to  know  how  it 
was  going  to  operate,  and  hit  upon  an  ingenious 
plan.  Knowing  the  inquisitive  nature  of  hog3 
he  first  placed  a  cleat  in  such  a  position  that  it 
held  the  door  open  slightly,  just  enough  for  the 
pigs  to  insert  their  snouts  and  push  their  way 
into  or  out  of  the  house.  After  a  few  days’  use 
of  the  door  in  this  way  he  took  away  the  cl^at; 
allowing  the  door  to  close  tightly.  By  this  time, 
+*  however,  the  hogs  had  learned  that  all  they  had 
to  do  was  to  push  slightly  against  the  door,  pass 
in  or  out  and  the  door  would  swing  back  into 
place. 

WOMAN  LANDS  BURGLAR  BEHIND  BARS 
Mrs.  Charles  Carroll  of  100  West  Eighty-sixth 
street,  New  York,  noticed  that  the  front  door  of 
her  apartment  on  the  fifth  floor  of  that  address 
.  had  been  jimmied  when  she  got  home  from  shop¬ 
ping  the  other  afternoon  at  1  o’clock.  She  did 
not  give  the  alarm,  but  went  downstairs  and 
watched,  and  when  she  saw  two  young  men, 
strangers,  leave  the  house  she  followed  them. 

At  Broadway  and  Eighty-seventh  street  Patrol- 
,  man  M.  J.  Kelly  captured  one  of  them,  a  seven- 
1  teen-year-old  boy  who  gave  his  name  as  John 
McNeeley  of  117  East  Eighty-ninth  street.  Mrs. 
Carroll  said  she  saw  him  throw  something  into 
I  the  cellar  of  203  West  Eighty-seventh  street.  De¬ 
tectives  went  there  later  and  found  several  pieces 
of  jewelry  which  she  identified  as  hers.  When 
she  got  home  she  found  that  her  apartment  had 
been  ransacked.  The«other  man  vanished. 

After  talking  to  McNeeley  the  detectives  went 
to  *  the  home  of  Mrs.  Catherine  Correale  in  128 
East  Eighty-sixth  street,  where  they  found  $5,000 
worth  of  jewelry  which  they  said  had  been  stolen 
—  from  various  apartments  in  the  last  six  months. 
Mrs.  Correale  was  arrested,  charged  with  re- 
/  ceiving  stolen  goods. 

I  FIND  MAN’S  SKELETON 

The  well-preserved  skeleton  of  a  man  who  lived 
i  In  the  stone  age,  5,000  years  ago,  has  just  been 
found  on  the  west  coast  of  Sweden  by  a  com¬ 
mission  of  archeologists  which  has  been  combing 
the  countryside  for  ancient  relics  to  be  placed  on 
exhibition  at  the  exposition  in  Gothenburg  this 
rummer. 

•  The  Swedish  experts,  15  in  number,  have  been 
»  at  work  for  about  seven  years  and  have  suc- 
I  eeeded  in  collecting  20,000  relics  of  antiquity.  The 
result .  of  their  labor  have  been  an  accumulation 
of  proofs  that  the  North  Sea  coast  of  Sweden 
%  wa  inhabited  as  early  as  3,000  B.  C. 

The  stone  age  skeleton,  which  is  now  being 


mounted  in  Gothenburg,  was  found  during  exca¬ 
vations  at  Kungsbacka,  a  few  miles  south  of 
Stockholm.  The  ancient  site  of  Kungsbacka  has 
been  chosen  by  some  critics  as  the  probable  seat 
of  Beowulf,  the  hero  of  the  oldest  epic  poem  in 
English  literature;  but  Beowulf  was  a  newcomer 
compared  with  the  stone  age  man,  wTho  lived  about 
4,000  years  before  him. 

The  relics  now  brought  to  light  include  flint 
tools  and  weapons,  ornaments,  etc.  In  one  of  the 
graves  about  2,000  years  old  were  found  the  re¬ 
mains  of  a  woman  and  her  equipment,  consisting 
of  an  amber  necklace,  weaver’s  reeds  and  distaff. 


WEALTHY  BACHELOR  ENDS  LIFE  IN 

LAKE 

The  body  of  W.  Lyle  Swrett,  wealthy  bachelor 
farmer  and  recluse-  residing  about  two  miles  be¬ 
low  Hightstown,  N.  J.,  was  discovered  in  a  small 
lake  on  his  property  recently  by  a  friend,  Dr. 
George  A.  Silver,  of  Hightstown.  Swett  is  be¬ 
lieved  to  have  been  a  suicide. 

Swett’s  fpther  committed  suicide  about  fifteen 
years  ago,  as  did  an  uncle.  His  brother,  C.  For¬ 
rest  Swett,  a  local  newspaper  man,  ended  his  life 
by  inhaling  illuminating  gas  a  few  years  ago.  His 
brother’s  wife  also  tvas  a  suicide.  A  cousin  ended 
his  life  some  years  ago.  W.  Lyle  Swett  is  the 
sixth  of  the  Swett  family  to  commit  suicide. 

Swett  had  been  acting  strangely  and  had  suf¬ 
fered  from  melancholy  since  the  death  several 
weeks  ago  of  his  aunt,  Miss  Helen  Stults,  who  had 
kept  house  for  him  for  a  number  of  years.  Since 
her  death  he  had  been  living  alone  in  the  house 
which  although  located  hardly  more  than  a  mile 
from  Hightstown,  is  somewhat  isolated. 

According  to  the  authorities,  Swett  had  at¬ 
tempted  to  slay  himself  with  a  revolver  which 
was  found  near  the  body.  A  bullet  wound  was 
discovered  in  his  lip  but  it  was  slight.  Failing  to 
kill  himself  with  the  weapon  Swett  is  believed  to 
have  thrown  himself  face  downward  into  the  lake. 
He  was  found  in  that  position. 

A  pet  horse  of  the  farmer’s  was  found  slain 
near  its  stable.  An  axe  had  been  used. 

Dr.  Silver  is  of  the  opinion  that  Swett  singled 
the  horse  out  from  among  his  other  animals  be¬ 
cause  he  had  been  devoted  to  the  animal  and  did 
not  want  it  to  be  subject  to  harsh  treatment  after 
he  died. 

Swett  wrote  a  letter  to  Dr.  Silver.  Ip  this  let¬ 
ter  he  asked  the  physician  to  take  care  of  his 
property  in  the  event  of  anything  happening  to 
him. 

The  letter  left  Dr.  Silver  uneasy.  He  said  he 
thought  its  contents  over  and  then  decided  to  in¬ 
vestigate.  He  went  to  the  Swett  farm  with  an¬ 
other  man  and,  finding  the  doors  locked,  gained 
access  through  a  window.  Failing  to  find  any 
trace  of  the  farmer,  they  roamed  about  the 
grounds  and  finally  discovered  the  slain  horse. 
Footprints  led  from  the  horse  to  the  lake,  and 
there  Swett’s  back  was  seen  above  the  water,  his 
face  submerged. 
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GOOD  READING 


MAINE’S  LARGEST  TREE 
\)  hat  is  believed  to  be  the  largest  tree  in 
Maine  is  being  cut  down  in  the  city  of  Augusta, 
-the  tree  grew  in  two  sections,  one  of  them  \Uth 
a  circumference  of  24  feet  and  a  diameter  of  7 
lect  tnree  inches,  the  other  with  a  circumference 
of  18  feet  and  a  diameter  of  5  feet  9  inches. 


PUPILS  PLAY  WITH  BOMBS 
Two  stedl  bombs  about  the  size  of  baseballs 
were  picked  up  by  the  police  in  West  Forty-eighth 
street  New  York,  after  school  children  had  played* 
with  them  for  hours.  They  were  sent  to  the  po¬ 
lice  bureau  of  combustibles  for  analysis. 

Detective  Patrick  Murphy  of  the  West  Forty- 
seventh  street  station,  learned  that  boys  had 
picked  the  bombs  out  of  an  ash  can  in  front  of 
the  Union  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  228  West 
Forty-eighth  street,  and  at  first  thought  there  - 
was  a  plot  to  blow  up  the  church. 

Further  investigation  disclosed  the  bombs  had 
been  made  by  Henri  Julliot,  a  French  inventor  of 
airplanes,  who  died  a  week  ago  at  230  West 
Forty-eighth  street.  His  landlady,’  Mrs.  Polly 
Powell,  found  the  bombs  in  a  drawer  of  the  room 
Julliot  occupied  and  thought  they  were  harmless 
balls  of  string.  They  knocked  around  the  kitchen 
for  several  days,  and  were  thrown  out  with  some 
rubbish. 


FINDS  HUSBAND’S  BODY  IN  BOX 
.  The  body  of  Charles  G.  Service  was  found  the 
other  day  jammed  in  a  box  behind  the  counter  of 
his  tinsmithing  shop  at  52  Van  Sinderen  avenue, 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  by  his  wife,  Mrs.  Mary  Carden 
Service,  of  166  Herkimer  street,  Brooklyn,  and 
Louis  Struttwolf  of  54  Van  Sinderen  avenue.  An 
ambulance  surgeon  said  that  the  man  had  been 
dead  about  a  month. 

The  box  is  about  four  and  a  half  feet  long,  two 
feet  deep  and  two  feet  high.  It  was  closed  and 
the  hasp  was  down  over  the  staple  when  Strutt¬ 
wolf  unlocked  the  door  of  the  shop  and  found 
it  behind  the.  counter.  Probably  nothing  will  .be 
known  of  the  manner  or  cause  of  death  until  an 
autopsy  has  been  performed. 

Mrs.  Service  told  the  police  that  her  husband 
frequently  left  her  and  stayed  away  for  weeks  at  f 
a  time,  and  that  the  last  time  he  went  away  was 
two  and  a  half  months  ago.  She  visited  his  shop 
several  times,  but  found  the  door  locked,  and 
Struttwolf,  wrho  had  a  key,  was  notified.  He 
unlocked  the  door  and  the  body  was  found. 


INDIANS  ON  WARPATH 

Blanding,  a  town  of  875  inhabitants,  is  be¬ 
leaguered  by  a  small  band  of  Piute  Indians.  Tele¬ 
phone  wires  have  been  cut  and  a  message  re¬ 
ceived  at  Monticello  by  courier  late  the  other 
afternoon  urged  the.  formation  of  an  armed  body 
,  to  aid  the  inhabitants. 

The  latest  outbreak,  occurring  in  San  Juan 
county  in  the  southeastern  part  of  Utah,  was 
caused  by  the  arrest  and  detention  of  two  In¬ 


dian  youths  on  a  charge  of  robbery.  News  of 
their  incarceration  soon  reached  a  small  band  of  , 
renegade  Piutes,  including  “Old  Posey,”  who  has 
figured  in  previous  outbreaks.  Preparations  were 
made  by  the  Indian  band  to  rescue  the  young 
bucks,  but  the  latter  succeeded  in  escaping. 

When  Sheriff  W.  E.  Oliver  took  dinner  to  the' 
two  jailed  Indians  they  refused  to  eat  and  he  at¬ 
tempted  to  strike  one  of  them  over  the  head  with 
his  revolver.  One  of  the  Indians  grabbed  the 
sheriff  and  the  other  disarmed  him.  Then  they 
locked  the  sheriff  in  the  jail  and  escaped.  Later 
it  is  reported  one  of  the  Indians  was  killed. 

When  -  the  courier  left  Blanding  none  of  the 
white  defenders  of  the  town  had  been  wounded, 
although  a  horse  had  been  shot  from  under  John 
Rogers  and  a  bullet  went  through  the  trouser 
leg  of  the  rider. 

The  townspeople  have  placed  men  at  all  ad-  * 
yantageous  points  on  the  outskirts  of  the  village 
and  sniping  was  carried  on  air  day  long  whenever 
one  of  the  Indians  showed  his-head. 

United  States  Marshal  Ray  Ward,  ha§  ar¬ 
ranged  with  Lamar  Nelson,  the  Governer’s  priv-  ‘ 
ate  secretary,  who  saw  service  in  France  as  an 
aviator,  to  fly  to  the  scene  of  the  trouble. 


SAYS  AMERICAN  WOMEN  TRAVEL  MOST 

American  women  travel  four  times  as  much  as 
women  of  any  other  nationality  and  set  the  stand¬ 
ards  of  luxury  in  hotel  accommodations  the  world 
around.  Ninety-five  per  cent,  of  hotel  accom¬ 
modations  are  chosen  directly'  or  indirectly  by 
women,  and  those  who  stamp  their  individuality  1 
indelibly  upon  the  hostfelry  business  are  the  globe 
trotting  daughters  of  Eve  from  the.j^v  S.  A. 

Such  was  the  declaration  of  Richmond  Temple, 
director  of  London’s  luxury  hotels — the  Savoy,  > 
Berkeley  and  Claridge’s — who  is  here  on ‘a  tour 
to  discover  what  new  hotel  fads  and  fashions  fem¬ 
inine  America  will  demand  when  it  goes  abroad 
this  summer.  *•  • 

He  said  British  hotel  managers  are -expecting 
more  than  145,000  Americans  in  England  this 
spring  and  summer,  by  far  the  largest  influx  of 
Yankee  visitors  that  the  British  Isles  have  ever 
entertained. 

The  American  woman  has  completely  revolu¬ 
tionized  the  hotel  business  in  Europe,  Mr.  Tem¬ 
ple  said,  adding  that  she  is  the  most  critical  but 
the  best  to  deal  with  in  most  respects,  because  she 
knows  w^at  she  wants. 

“What  the  American  woman  asks  for  or  has 
to-day  in  luxury  the  whole  world  demands  to¬ 
morrow,”  said  Mi*.  Temple.  “American  women 
are  a  fine  type  to  deal  with.  They  have  a  defi¬ 
nite  mind  and  know  exactly  what  they  want.  They 
insist  upon  getting  it,  which  makes  it  necessary 
for  English  hotel  managers  to  be  prepared.  If 
you  haven’t  got  what  an  American  woman  wants 
she  will  go  somewhere  else,  that's  all.” 

The  tourist  season  will  open  officially  in  Lon¬ 
don  the  week  of  April  21.  It  is  estimated  that 
between  twelve  and  eighteen  thousand  American* 
will  be  in  London  from  April  21  to  28. 
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*1,000  Reward 


In  a  dirty,  forlorn  shack  by  the  river’s  edge  they  found  the  mutilated  body  of  Genevieve  Martin.  Her  pretty  face  waa 
swollen  and  distorted.  Marks  on  the  slender  throat  showed  that  the  girl  had  been  brutally  choked  to  death.  Who  had 
committed  this  ghastly  crime?  No  one  had  seen  the  girl  and  her  assailant  enter  the  cottage.  No  one  had  seen  the  mur¬ 
derer  depart.  How  could  he  be  brought  to  justice? 

Crimes  like  this  have  been  solved— are  being  solved  every  day  by  Finger  Print  Expert#.  Every  day  we  read  in  the 
papers  of  their  exploits,  hear  of  the  mysteries  they  solve,  the  criminals  they  identify,  the  rewards  they  win.  Finger 
Pnnt  Experts  are  always  in  the  thick  of  the  excitement,  the  heroes  of  the  hour. 


Not  Experienced  Detectives 
Just  Ordinary  men 

Within  the  past  few  years,  scores  of  men,  men  with  no 
police  experience,  men  with  just  ordinary  grade  school 
educations,  have  become  Finger  Print  Experts.  You  can 
become  a  Finger  Print  Expert,  too.  Can  you  imagine  a 
more  fascinating  line  of  work  than  this?  More  trained 
men  are  needed.  Here  is  a  real  opportunity  for  you. 


Learn  the  Secrets  of  Identification 

More  and  more  the  detection  of  crime  resolves  itself 
into  a  problem  of  identification.  You  can  learn  the  meth¬ 
ods  of  famous  identification  experts.  You  can  learn  the 
science  of  finger  print  identification— right  at  home  in 
your  spare  time. 

Sena  for  the  free  book  which  tells  how  famous  Finger 
Print  Experts  got  their  start  in  this  fascinating  work. 
Tells  the  stories  of  thirteen  actual  cases  solved  by  Finger 
Print  Experts.  Tells  how  you  can  become  a  Finger  Print 
Expert  in  an  amazingly  short  time. 


Course  In 
Secret  Service 

9 

For  a  limited  time,  we  are  making  a  special  offer  of  a 
PROFESSIONAL  FINGER  PRINT  OUTFIT  absolutely 
free  and  FREE  Course  in  Secret  Service  Intelligence. 
Mastery  of  these  two  kindred  professions  will  open 
a  brilliant  career  for  you. 

This  coupon  will  bring  you  FREE  BOOK  and  details  of 
of  thia  great  offer.  Don’t  wait  until  the  offer  has  expired. 
FM  in  the  coupon  now.  Mail  it  today. 

University  of  Applied  Science 

{  Dept.  90-94,  1920  Sunnyside  Ave.,  Chicago,  Ill. 


University  of  Applied  Science,  Dept.  90-94 
1920  Sunnyside  Avenue,  Chicago,  Illinois 


s  Please  send  me  full  information  on  your  course  in 
:  Finger  Print  Identification  and  about  Free  Course  In 
s  Secret  Service  Intelligence.  I  understand  that  there  is  no 
s  obligation  of  any  sort. 
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City  and  State _ Age. 
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Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  1133  Broadway,  New  York  City,  or 
29  East  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AGENTS  WANTED 

AGENTS  WANTED— BIG  MONEY  AND  FAST  SALES. 

Every  owner  buys  Gold  Initials  for  his  auto.  You 
charge  $1.50.  make  $1.35.  Ten  orders  dally  easy.  Write 
for  particulars  and  free  samples.  American  Monogram 
Co.,  Dept,  171,  East  Orange.  N.  J. _ 

AGENTS — 90o  an  hour  to  advertise  and  distribute 
samples  to  consumer.  Write  Quick  for  territory  and 
particulars.  American  Products  Co.,  8460  American 
Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. _ 

LADIES,  do  your  own  hemstitching  and  picoting;  attach¬ 
ment  fits  any  machine  sent  collect  $2.50.  Agents  wanted. 
Colorado  Attachment  Co.,  Box  2210,  Denver,  Colo. _ 

FOR  SALE 

LAND  OPPORTUNITY!  $10  to  $50  down  starts  you  on 
20,  40,  80  ao.  near  thriving  city  In  lower  Mich. ;  bal. 
long  time.  Learn  how  we  help  you  get  a  farm  home. 
Write  today  for  big  booklet  free.  Swlgart  Land  Co., 
M-1268  First  Nat'l  Bank  Bldg.,  Chicago. _ 

HELP  WANTED 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  In  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westover  Bldg,,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

DETECTIVES  NEEDED  EVERYW  H  ERE— Work  home 
or  travel.  Experience  unnecessary.  Particulars  free. 
Write  Captain  Wagner.  1968  Broadway,  New  York, _ 

LANDSCAPE  ARCHITECTS  earn  big  salaries;  needed 
everywhere!  Particulars  free.  Landscape  Gardener, 
425  Union  League  Building,  Los  Angeles.  California. 

SILVER  MIRRORS,  HEADLIGHTS,  TABLEWARE. 

BEPLATE  stoves,  jewelry,  brass  beds.  Dependable 
plans  free.  Clarence  Sprinkle.  Dept.  73,  Marion,  Indiana. 

MANUSCRIPTS  WANTED 

STORIES,  POEMS,  PLAYS,  etc.,  are  wanted  for  publi¬ 
cation.  Submit  MSS.  or  write  Literary  Bureau,  515 
Hannibal,  Mo. 

PATENTS 

INVENTIONS  commercialized.  Patented  or  unpatented. 
Write  Adam  Fisher  Mfg.  Co.,  229,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

PERSONAL 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE’S  STORY.  Send 

birthdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  Westport 
St.,  3927  Kenwood  Suite  73,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

ATTRACTIVE  SOUTHERN  WIDOW,  with  $40,900, 

wants  husband.  1-Box  35,  Toledo,  Ohio. _ 

BEST,  LARGEST  MATRIMONIAL  CLUB  in  Country. 

Established  19  Years.  Thousands  Wealthy  wishing 
Early  Marriage.  Confidential.  Free.  The  Old  Reliable 
Club.  Mrs,  Wrubel,  Box  26,  Oakland,  Calif. _ 

BUSINESS  MAN,  45,  worth  $50,000,  wishes  cor¬ 

respondent.  V-Box  35,  League,  Toledo,  Ohio. _ 

DO  YOU  WANT  NEW  FRIENDS?  Write  Betty  Lee, 

Inc.,  4254  Broadway,  New  York  City.  Stamp  appre¬ 
ciated. 

GIRL,  20,  worth  $100,000,  wants  gentleman  correspondent. 
T-Box  35,  League,  Toledo.  Ohio. _ 

HUNDREDS  seeking  marriage.  If  sincere  enclose  stamp. 

Mrg.  F,  Willard,  2928  Broadway.  Chicago,  Illinois. 

IF  LONESOME  exchange  jolly  letters  with  beautiful 

ladles  and  wealthy  gentlemen.  Eva  Moore,  Box  908, 
Jacksonville,  Pla.  (Stamp). 

IF  YOU  WANT  A  WEALTHY,  LOVING  WIFE,  write 

Violet  Rays,  Dennison,  Ohio.  Enclose  stamped  envelope. 


PERSONAL — Continued 

LADY  FARMER,  35,  worth  $60,000,  wants  husband. 
N-Box  263,  Club,  Zanesville,  Ohio. _ 

LONELY  LITTLE  FLAPPER,  Bred  living  alone,  very 
wealthy,  wants  marriage.  I  dare  you  write  I  B-1G6, 
Mission  Unity  Club,  San  Francisco,  Calif.  (Stamp 
please). _ • 

LONESOME  W I  DOWS — Get  busy,  write  me,  marry 

wealthy.  Mr.  Hyde,  Box  305,  (166),  San  Francisco. 

LOOK  WHOSE  HERE!  Princess  OKIE  worhTlamous 

horoscopes.  Get  your's  today.  Don’t  delay.  Send  full 
birthdate  and  10c,  K.  Okie,  209  West  139th  St.,  New 
York,  N,  Y, _ 

WINTER  In  Florida.  Marry  pretty  maiden  worth  $30,000. 
Box  55,  Oxford.  Fla. _ 

MARRIAGE  PAPER — 20th  year.  Big  issue  with  descrip¬ 
tions,  photos,  names  and  addresses.  25  cents.  No 
other  fee.  Sent  sealed.  Box  2285  R,  Boston,  Mass, _ 

MARRY — Free  photographs,  directory  and  descriptions 
of  wealthy  members.  Pay  when  married.  New  Plan 
Co.,  Dept.  S6,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ ’ _ _ 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  "Home  Maker";  hundreds  rich, 
confidential;  reliable;  years  experience;  descriptions 
free.  "The  Successful  Club",  Box  556,  Oakland,  Cali¬ 
fornian _ 

MARRY:  MANY  WORTH  $1,000  to  $200,000.  WAITING 
Lists,  particulars,  sealed,  free.  Write  SMITH,  Box 
3125K,  Portland,  Oregon. _ 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and  - 
descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Dept.  545,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

MARRY  RICH — World's  leading  correspondence  Club 
for  lonely  people.  Many  worth  to  $400,000.  Quick  re¬ 
sults  guaranteed.  Confidential  list  FREE.  Honorable 
Ralph  Hyde,  16fi,  San  Francisco. _ 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 
$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  descriptions, 
phptos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Address  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Grayslake,  Ill. 
WINTER  In  Florida,  marry  pretty  little  maiden, 
wealthy.  Box  55,  Oxford.  Fla. _ 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 
secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co..  4R23,  122  Federal  St.,  Camden.  N.  J. 

WHOM  SHOULD  YOU  MARRY?  We’ll  tell  you.  Send 

30o  and  birth  date  to  Character  Studies,  1515  Masonio 
Temple,  New  York  City, _ 

WIDOW,  55,  worth  $50,000,  wants  conscientious  husband. 
S-Box  35,  League,  Toledo.  Ohio, _ 

WINTER  in  Florida.  Marry  charming  widow  worth 
$40.000.  Box  55,  Oxford.  Fla. _ _ 

WOULD  you  write  a  wealthy,  pretty  girl?  (stamp). 
Lois  Sproul,  Sta,  H.,  Cleveland,  Ohio. _ 

YOUNG  AND  PRETTY  GIRL,  worth  $25,000,  will  marry. 

(E-B,),  B-1022,  Wichita.  Kansas. _ 

YOUNG  LADY,  worth  $50,000,  pretty,  will  marry. 

G-Box  350,  Club.  Cimarron,  Kans. _ 

SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG— We  compose  music. 

Submit  your  poem3  to  us  at  once.  New  York  Melody 
Corporation,  405  Fitzgerald  Bldg.,  New  York. 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  if 
oured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  PC,. 
Baltimore,  Md. 


Goitre 


Removed  at  home;  no  knife. 
No  pain.  No  coat  If  it  fails- 
Successfully  used  for  16  years- 
Write  for  Free  Rook  and  testi¬ 
monials.  GOITRENE  COMPANY* 
488  West  63rd  8t„  Chicago 


ASTHMA 


rf&ndaome 


TJUUTHEST  mallei!  on 
.  FUKE  TRIAL.  If  it  cures 
eendll-  If  not.  It’s  FREE. 
,  JV  r>t*  r?r  your  treatment 
today  W.  K.  STERLING 

844  Ohio  A  ve.  SIdney'o: 


>WrisfW&tck 

./  Guaranteed  Time  Keep¬ 
er.  Given  for  selling;  only 
30  cards  of  Dress  Snap-Fas¬ 
teners  at  lOo  per  card.  Easily 
Sold.  EARN  BIG  MONEY 
OR  PREMIUMS.  Order  your 
cards  TO-DAY.  Send  no  money. 
We  trust  you  till  goods  are  sold. 
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AMERICAN  SPECIALTY  CO. 
127  Z  Juancuster,  Fi 


GO  INTO  BUSINESS 


for  Yourself 

Establish  anduper- 

—  -  - -  —  ate  a  **Nevr  System 

specialty  Candy  Factory  in  your  community.  Wa  furnish  every- 
think'.  Money-making  opportunity  unlimited.  Either  man  or  women. 
Bi*  Candy  Booklet  Free.  Write  for  It  today.  Don't  put  it  off  I 
W.  HILLYER  RAGSDALE,  Drawer  149  EAST  ORANGE,  N.  J. 


UNDERGROUND  1 


How  and  Where  to  Find  Them  RyS-JS 

Model  Publishing  Co..  21  Como  Building*  Chicago 


MUSIC  TAUGHT  FREE 


I 


ml  „  ^ ,  -  -  . 

i.'oo  exm  ad  tc’U  tfui  (Jug* 


HP 


In  Your  Homo.  Write  today  for  our  booklet.  It  tell* 
how  to  learn  to  play  Piano,  Organ,  Violin.  Mandolin, 
Guitar,  Banjo,  etc.  Beginners  or  advanced  pupils. 

American  School  of  Music.  17  Lakeside  Bldg.,  Chicago 


There  have 
been  three  in¬ 
stances  of  send¬ 
ing  vessels  ever 
Niagara  Falls. 
The  first  was  in 
1827.  Some  men 
got  on  an  old 
ship  —  the  Mich¬ 
igan  —  which  had 
been  used  on 
Lake  Erie,  and 
which  had  been 
pronounced  un¬ 
seaworthy.  For 
mere  wantonness 
thev  put  aboard 
a  bear,  a  fox,  a 
buffalo,  a  dog  and 
some  geese,  and 
then  sent  it  over 
the  cataract.  The 
bear  jumped  from 
the  vessel  before 
it  reached  the 
rapids,  swam  to¬ 
ward  the  shore 
and  was  rescued 
by  some  humane 
persons.  The 
geese  went  over 
the  Falls  and 
came  to  the  shore 
below  alive.  The 
dog,  fox  and  buf¬ 
falo  were  not 
heard  of  or  seen 
again.  Another 
condemned  vessel 
—  the  Detroit  — 
that  had  belonged 
to  Commodore 
Perry’s  victorious 
fleet,  ivas  started 
over  the  cataract 
in  the  winter  of 
1841,  but  ground¬ 
ed  about  midway 
in  the  rapids,  and 
lay  there  until 
knocked  to  pieces 
by  the  ice.  A 
somewhat  more 
picturesque 
instance  was  the 
sending  over  the 
Canada  side  of  a 
ship  on  fire.  All  in 
flames  it  went 
glaring  and  hiss¬ 
ing  down  the  ra¬ 
pids  and  over  the 
precipice,  and 
smothered 
its  ruddy  blaze  in 
the  boiling  chasm 
below.  Of  course, 
there  was  no  one 
aboard  the  vessel. 


A  MONSTER 
BARBECUE 


Mayor  J.  C. 
Walton  of  Okla-  ■ 
^homa  City,  Gov¬ 
ernor-elect  of  Ok- ; 
^lahorna,  announc-  j 
ed  plans  for  a 
*ihonster  inaugur¬ 
al  party,  the  fea¬ 
tures  of  which 
will  be  a  barbecue 
and  square  dance 
at  the  State 
House. 

Mr.  Walton  said 
he  would  have 
twenty  -  five  or¬ 
chestras,  expect¬ 
ed  60,000  persons 
from  over  the 
State,  and  would 
erect  tents  on  the 
State  House 
grounds  to  ac- 
commodate  the 
crowds. 

“There  has 
,  never  been  any- 
^f'm'nnr  done  like  it 
^in  the  history  of 
the  United 
States,”  he  said. 
*Tm  not  going  to 
have  a  party  for 
the  ‘400.’  I’m  go¬ 
ing  to  have  one 
that  every  farm¬ 
er,  every  labor¬ 
ing  man  and  ev¬ 
ery  one  else  in 
-ft  the  State  will  en- 
I  joy.  They  can 
I  wear  what  they 
please. 

*  •  “The  party  will 
begin  on  the  day 
before  my  inaug¬ 
uration,  or  on  the 
day  itself.  It  will 
be  a  two-day  af¬ 
fair.  The  party 
will  keep  going 
<jav  and  night. 
<■  Htfany  of  the 
4  people  over  the 
>  State  have  never 

I1  seen  the  Capitol. 
I  am  going  to 
make  them  feel 
at  home  thei'e. 
For  once  the  in¬ 
augural  ball  will 
be  the  people's 
party.” 

Walton  an¬ 
nounced  that  he 
«  ha/l  no  intention 

I*  of  resigning  a3 
b  Mayor  of  Okla- 
f  bom  a  City  until 
*he  takes  office  as 
*  Governor. 


Large  shirt  manufacturer  wants  agents 
.  to  soil  complete  line  of  shirts,  pajamas, 
V  and  nightshirts  direct  to  wearer.  Ad- 
\  rertlsed  brand  -exclusive  patterns-- easy 
/to  sell.  No  experience  or  capital  re¬ 
quired,  Entirely  new  proposition. 

H' rite  for  free  samples. 

Madison  Shirt  Co.,  603  Broadway,  N.Y.C, 


Fielder’s  Glove-Regulation  Bali 

Genuine  Reach  All  Leather 

High  Grails  Fielder’*  Glov* 
and  Regulation  Ball  (fall  size), 
with  Horaehids  Cover.  Guar¬ 
anteed.  ALL  FREE  for  sellin 


L  FKEE  lor  selling/  / 

Binao  Perfumed : 

:  at  10c  .*  package.  \  ...  ; 


Iron  ag  Wax 

Easy  to  sell.  Big  demand- 
Order  to-day.  Send  no  money 
Extra  present  if  you  order  now. 

BINGO  CO.  Dept.  64  A  Binghamton,  N.  Y. 


And  wear  tne  Egyptian  Wlsmng 
Ring  with  its  mystic  signs  of 
Good  Luck,  Life  and  Power  to  get 
what  you  wish.  AT  LAST  the 
wise  King  Tut-Ankh-Amen's  Seal 
may  be  worn  by  ALL  who  wish 
Good  Luck  in  all  they  do!  Send 
$1.85  for  this  splendid  Gold  Acid 
Test  Wishing  Ring  (or  pay  $1.95  on 
delivery).  Magic  Symbols  fully  ex¬ 
plained.  Money-Back  Guarantee, 
ft,  VERITAS  STUDIOS,  116  West  39th  Street,  New  York. 


• - -  OLD  MONEY  WANTED  — - - 

$2  to  $.-/00  EACH  paid  for  hundreds  of  Old 
Coins  dated  before  1895.  Keep  ALL  old  or 
odd  money.  Send  10  cts.  for  New  Ill’s  Coin 
Value  Book,  4x0.  You  may  have  valuable 
coins.  Get  Posted.  We  pay  cash. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.  Avc.  IS,  Le  Roy,  N.  T. 


J  You  can  easily  earn  money  for  the 
9  small  payments.  Parents  often  ad¬ 
vance  first  payment  to  help  buy  a  RANGER.  44 
Styles, colors  and  sizes.  Factory  to  Rider  orices. 

Delivered  FREE,  express  prepaid,  for  30  DAYS' 

TRIAl  Terms  to  suit— cash  or  easy  paym  ntr. 

lamps,  wheels,  horns,  repair*  end 
B  ir equipment  at  half  usual  prices. 

A  SEND  NO  MONEY.  Write  today  for  our  biff. 

Free  Banff er  Catalog  and  marvelous  pncea, 

’  Write  u§ 
today  for 
grsfe  3atak>£\ 


Free  Banffer  catalog  ana  marveioua  ynww. 

cycle  Cctnp&ny  j 
FsCaUstpt  sis&talcago  ' 


Vois.  ca n’t 
fell  it 
from 


genuine  IHAMONBj 


No.  2— Handsome, 
massive.  2Kt.  ex¬ 
tra  quality  plat, 
finish  men’s  ring  - 

^9r.,u!  $5.90 


So.  3— Ladle*  Tif- 
fan,  12*  OoU  f, 
lK.t.  stMIS,  special 

•  $2.95 


NO  RED  TAPE 

Just  ask  us  to  send  yon 
ARTEX  DIAMOND  No.  i 
ladles  plat,  finish  and  -when 
you  receive  it  deposit  $3  1 5 
with  postman  and  the  ring 
is  yours  for  keep9—no  more 
to  pay — satisfaction  guar¬ 
anteed  or  money  absolute¬ 
ly  refunded  without  any 
red  tape,  if  you  don’t  like 
the  ring  within  7  days  wear. 
ARTEX  DIAMONDS  have 
the  same  sparkle  and  glitter, 
and  look  the  genuine  diamond 
• — almost  defying  life  time  ex¬ 
perts.  They  stand  the  dia- 
mond  test. 

Order  by  number,  ring  desired, 
size  shown  bystripof  paperencl 
to  end  around  your  finger  joint. 

ITT?  1717  Your  choice  of  ladles 
a  KLL  solidMoldiiilodbrmre- 
let  or  men's  cuflnnke  <  solid  cold 
f  ront)  to  all  orders  of  two  or  more 

tings. 

All  After  Diamond  rings  are  tro- 
conditlonally  guar  on  teed  for  M 

ARTEX  COMPANY,  DeM.!*  P 
Mad.  tq.  Sta.,  H.  Y.  C. 


Pimples 

Your  skin  can  be  quickly  cleared  of  Pimples,  Black¬ 
heads,  Acne  Eruptions  on  the  face  or  body,  Barbers 
Itch,  Eczema,  Enlarged  Pores,  Oily  or  Shiny  Skin, 
vnm,  ^Write  today  for  my  FREE  Booklet,  "A 

54  £■£  jW  *Cle ar-Ton b  Skin,”  telling  how  loured 
A  myself  after  being  afflicted  for  16  year*. 

$1000  Cash  aays  I  can  claar  your  skin  otth#  abova  blamishe*. 

E.S.  GIVENS,  186  Chemical  Bldg.,  Kansas  City, Mo. 


She  Found 
A  Pleasant  Way 
To  Reduce  Her  Fat 

Thousands  of  overfat 
people  have  greatly  re¬ 
duced  their  weight  and 
attained  a  normal  fig¬ 
ure  by  following  the 
advice  of  many  others 
who  use  and  recom¬ 
mend  Marmoia  Prescription 
Tablets.  These  harm¬ 
less  little  fat  reducers 
are  prepared  In  tablet 
form  from  the  same  in¬ 
gredients  that  formerly 
composed  the  famous 
Marmoia  Prescription 
lor  ft!  redaction. 

If  you  are  too  fat,  you  owe  it  to  yourself 
to  givo  these  fat  reducers  a  fair  trial.  All 
the  better  drug  stores  the  world  over  sell 
Marmoia  Prescription  Tablets  at  one  dollar  per 
package.  Ask  your  druggist  for  them  or  Bend 
one  dollar  to  the  Marmoia  Co.,  304  Garfield 
Bldg.,  Detroit;  Mich,  and  secure  a  package  of 
these  tablets.  They  &re  harmless  and  reduce 
your  weight  without  going  through  long 
sieges  of  tiresome  exercise  and  starvation 
diet.  If  you  are  too  fat  try  this  today. 


60ITRE  V 

I  hare  an  honest.  proven  remedy  for 
goitre  (bl£  neck).  It  oheoks  the 
growth  at  once,  reduces  the  enlarge¬ 
ment,  stone  pain  and  distress  and  re¬ 
lieves  in  a  little  while.  Pay  when  wall. 
Tell  your  friends  a  bout  this.  Write 
me  at  once.  I>R.  ROC 
Dept.  96  Box  737  MHwSttkf*. 


Fiirvo.' 

STROP 

FREB/" 

We  will  send  you  a  STERLING  razor  on  30  day  trial.  If  satisfactory,  costs 
$1.(57.  If  not.  costs  nothing.  Fine  Double  Swing  I Iorsehide  Strop  FREE 
Sterling  Company  Dept.  306  Baltimore,  Md, 


Stop  Using  a  Truss 

STUART’S  FlAPAO  •  PADS 

ere  different  from  the  truss, 
being  medicine  applicators 
made  noil -adheslva  pur¬ 
posely  to  hold  the  distended 
muscles  securely  in  place. 

(Oo  straps,  buckles  or  sprlriQ 
attached  —  cannot  slip,  so 
cannot  chafe  or  press  against 
the  pubic  bone.  Thousands 
have  successfully  treated 
themselves  at  home  without 
hindrance  from  work— most 
obstinate  cases  conquered. 

Soft  aa  vahel — aasy  to  apply— Inexpensive, 

Gold  MedaT  and  Grand  Prix.  Process  of 
natural,  so  afterwards  no  further  use  for  trusses, 
prove  It  by  sending  Trial  of  Plapao  absolutely  rnrr 
Write  name  en  Coupon  and  send  today.  I  ft  bb 

Plapao  Co.,  1738  Stuart  Bldg.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


Reduced  Fac-Simils 
Gold  Medal. 


Grand  Prlx. 

Awarded 

Process  of  recovery  (■ 
Wa 


Name. 


Address . . . . 

Return  ouaii  will  bring  Free  Trial  Planao . . 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK  OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


-  LATEST  ISSUES  - 

1256  Little  Lou;  The  Pride  of  the  Continental  Army. 

1257  The  Boy  Merchant ;  or.  The  Pluck  and  Luck  of 

Harry  Graham. 

1258  Railroad  Ralph,  the  Boy  Engineer. 

1259  The  Boy  Pilot  of  Lake  Michigan. 

1260  That  Boy  of  Barton’s:  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Lai  In 

Wall  Street. 

1261  Lost  in  the  Blizzard;  or.  The  Snow-Bound  School 

Boys. 

1262  Driven  Ashore  in  Lost  Latitudes;  or.  The  Strange 

Story  of  the  Skeleton  Island. 

1263  The  Boss  of  t lie  Messenger  Boys;  or.  Born  to 

Good  Luck 

1264  The  Irish  Rip  Van  Winkle;  or.  The  Wild  Man  of 

the  Round  Tower. 

1265  Lost  at  the  Pole;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Arctic 

Circle. 

1266  Rupert  of  Roanoke;  or,  The  Boy  Rangers  of  the 

American  Revolution. 

1267  Castaway  Castle;  or.  The  Home  of  the  Lost  Ex¬ 

plorers.  ,  _ _ 

1268  The  Boy  Prospectors;  or,  The  Trail  of  the  Club- 

.  foot  Bear. 

1269  The  Wreck  of  the  “Columbus”;  or.  Abandoned  in 

the  Ice. 

1270  Among  the  Gauchos;  or,  A  Yankee  Boy  in  South 

America. 

1271  The  Quaker  Boy  Spy;  or.  General  Washington’s 

Best  Aide. 

1272  Cal  Carter  the  Boy  Lawyer;  or,  A  Fm  of  One 

Million  Dollars 

1273  The  Board  of  Trade  Boys;  or,  The  Young  Grain 

Speculators  of  Chicago. 

1274  Haunted  ;  or,  The  Curse  of  Gold. 

1275  A  Sawdust  Prince:  or.  The  Boy  Bnrohnck  RUler. 

1276  Fred  Farrell,  the  Barkeeper’s  Son.  (A  True  Tem¬ 

perance  Story). 

1277  The  Marked  Moccasin;  or,  Fandy  Ellis’  Card., 

1278  Liberty  Hose;  or,  The  Pride  of  Plattsville. 

1279  Among  the  Sun  Worshipers;  or,  Two  New  York 

Boys  in  Peru.  • 

1280  Engineer  Steve,  the  Prince  of  the  Rail. 

1281  A  Wall  Street  “Lamb”;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Broke 

the  Brokers. 

1282  Chums:  or.  The  Leaders  of  Glendale  Academy. 

1283  The  Little  Swamp  Fox;  A  Tale  of  General  Marion 

and  His  Men. 

1284  Newsboy  Nick;  or.  The  Boy  with  a  Hidden  Million. 

1285  North  Pole  Nat;  or,  The  Secret,  of  the  Frozen  Deep. 
1280  Thirteen  White  Ravens;  or,  The  Ghostly  Riders  of 

the  Forest. 

1287  Little  Dead  Shot,  The  Pride  of  the  Trappers. 
128S  Shiner,  the  New  York  Bootblack ;  or,  The  Secret 
of  a  Boy’s  Life. 

1289  Whistling  Walt,  the  Champion  Spy.  (A  Story  of 

the  American  Revolution).  s~ 

1290  The  Boy  Maroons:  or,  Cast  Away  for  Two  Years. 

1291  Fred  Flame,  the  Hero  of  Greystone  No.  1. 

1292  The  White  Wizard  of  the  Bowery ;  or,  The  Boy 

Slaves  of  New  York. 

1293  Harry  Dare:  or,  A  New  York  Boy  in  the  Navy. 

1294  The  Little  Unknown  ;  or,  The  Young  Hero  of  the 

Reign  of  Terror. 

1295  Jack  Quick,  the  Bov  Engineer. 

1296  Lost  in  the  Great  Basin;  or,  The  Wonderful  Un¬ 

derground  City. 

1297  From  Bootblack  to  Senator;  or,  Bound  to  Make 

His  Way. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  bo  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  7c  per  copy,  in  money  o* 
postage  stamps,  by 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  Inc., 

160  West  23d  Street.  New  York  City 


SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


Price  85  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  rewnt  changes  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and  Bookstores. 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price, 
86  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will 
tt*U  you  one,  postage  free.  Address 
t>.  SEN  ARENS,  819  Seventh  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


Useful,  Instructive  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 


W 


BOOK.  —  Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human 
tiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any  kind  o^ 
dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious* 
games  of  cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.  —  The  great  book  oT» 

magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all 
the  leading  card  tricks  of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular 
magical  illusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.  _  The  arts  and  wiles  of 
flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Be¬ 
sides  the  various  methods  of  handkerchief,  fan,  glove, 
parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list 
of  t lie  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  this  little 
book.-  It  contains  full  instructions  in  the  art  of  dancing, 
etiquette  in  the  ballroom  aud  at  parties,  how  to  dress, 
and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.  —  A  complete  guide 
to  love,  courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice, 
rules  and  etiquette  to  be  observed,  with  many  curious 
and  interesting  things  not  generally  known. 

,  No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.  —  Giving 
full  instructions  for  the  use  of  dumbbells,  Indian  clubs, 
parallel  bars,  horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods.  - 
of  developing  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over 
sixty  illustrations. 

No.  7.  How  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.  —  Handsomely  illus-  1 
trated  and  containing  full  instructions  for  the  manage¬ 
ment  and  training  of  the  canary,  mocking  bird,  bobolink, 
blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST. 

By  Harry  Keunody.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading  this 
book  of  instructions  can  master  the  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  great¬ 
est  book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.  —  The  art  of  self-defense 
made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of 
guards,  blows,  and  the  different  positions  of  a  good 
boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and 
instructive  books,  ns  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  Instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.  —  A 

most,  complete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for 
writing  love-letters,  and  w?hen  to  use  them,  giving  speci¬ 
men  letters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERSTO  LADIES.  —  ?; 
Giving  complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to 


ladies  on  all  subjects;  also  letters  of  introduction,  notes 
and  requests. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  ITj  or,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE  4 

—  It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  youni  *  ' 
man  desires  to  know  all  about.  There’s  happiness*  in  it 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand¬ 
book  for  making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-creams,  syrups, 
essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— 

Containing  complete  instructions  for  performing  over 
sixty  mechanical  tricks.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.  —  One  o* 
the  brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given 
to  the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  be¬ 
come  beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secre*  ;g- _ 

simple,  and  almost  costless.  =-<>“' 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING 
PARTY.  —  A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports 
card  diversions,  comic  recitals,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor 
or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  com¬ 
plete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  con¬ 
tains  full  instructions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs  traps 
trapping  and  fishing,  together  with  description  of  game 
and  fish. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— This  little 

book  gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to¬ 
gether  with  iuckv  and  unlucky  da  vs. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLE¬ 
MEN. —  Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gen- 
tlemcn  on  all  subjects. 


For  sal©  by  nil  newsdealers  or  will  b©  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cents  per  copy,  in  money 
or  postage  stomps,  by 


HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher.  Inc. 

166  West  23d  Street  New  York 


